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PREFACE. 


In placing before the public this collection of Edgar Poe’s 

* 

poetical works, it is requisite to point out in what respects 
it differs from, and is superior to, the numorous collections 
which have preceded it. Until recently, all editions, whether 
American or English, of Poe's poems have been verb&itm 
reprints of the first posthumous collection, published afe New 
York in 1850. 

In 18741 began drawing attention to the fact that unknown 
^and unreprinted poetry by Edgar Poe was in existence. Most, 
if aurally of the specimens issurd in my articles have since 
been reprinted by ^different editors and publishers, but the 
present & the first occasion on which all the pieces referred to 
have been garnered into one sheaf. Besides the poems thus 
alhfttod to, this volume will be found to contain many addi¬ 
tional piecos and extra stanzas, nowhere else published of 
included in Poe's works. Such verses have been gathered 
fwfi printed or manuscript sources during a research extending 
oyer many years. 

In addition to the new poetical matter included in this 
^volume, attention should, also, he solicited op behalf of the 
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notes, which will be found to contain much matter, interesting 
both from biographical and bibliographical points of view. 

To render this, the first annotated and complete edition of 
Poe’s poetical works, uniform in bulk with other volumes 
of the series it appears in, it has been found advisable to 
publish with it Poe’s one complete romance, the marvellous 
“ Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym.” 

JOHN H. INGRAM. 
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MEMOIR OP EDGAR ALLAN POE, 


During the last few years every incident in tlio life of Edgar 
Poe has been subjected to microscopic investigation. The 
result has not been altogether satisfactory. On the one hand, 
envy and prejudice have magnified every blemish of his 
character into crime, whilst on the other, blind admiration 
viCpuld depict him as far “ too good for human nature’s daily 
food.” Let us endeavour to judge him impartially, granting 
that he was as a mortal subject to the ordinary weaknesses of 
mortality, but that he was temptedveorely, treated badly, and 
suffered deeply. 

The poet’s ancestry and parentage are chiefly interesting as 
explaining some of the complexities of his character. His 
father,*David Poe, was of Anglo-Irish extraction. Educated 
for the Bar, he elected to abandon it for the stage. In one of 
his tours through th% chief towns of the United States he met 
and married a yoiing actress, Elizabeth Arnold, member of tm 
English family distinguished for its musical talents. As an 
actress, Elizabeth Poe acquired some reputation, but became 
even better known for her domestic virtues. In those days* 
the United States afforded little scope for dramatic energy, so 
it is not surprising to find that when her husband died, after a 
ffewjbars of married life, the young widow had a vain struggle 
to maintain herself and three little ones, William Henry, 
Edgar, and Bosalie. Before her premature death, in Decern ber 
the poet's mother had been Teduced to the Ar^necesslty 
of Uvintf on the charity of her neighbours. 



xii MEMOIR OF EDQAR,ALLAN FOR 

Edgar, the second child of Da^id and Elizabeth Poe, wam 
bora at Boston, in the United States, on the 19th of January 
1809. Upon his mother’s death at Richmond, Virginia, 
Edgar was adopted by a wealthy Scotch merchant, John 
Allan. Mr. Allan, who had married an American lady and 
settled in Virginia, was childless. Ho therefore took naturally 
to the brilliant and beautiful little boy, treated him as his 
son, and made him take his own surname. Edgar Allan, as 
he was now styled, after some elementary tuition in Richmond, 
was taken to England by his adoptive parents, and, in 181$, 
placed at tho Manor House School, Stoke-Newington. 

Under tho Rev. Dr. Bransby, the future poet spent a lustrum 
of his life neither un pro fit ably nor, apparently, ungenially. 
Dr. Bransby, who is himself so quaintly portrayed in Poe's 
tale of William Wilson , described “ Edgar Allan," by which 
name only he knew the lad, as “ a quick and clover boy," who 
“would ha\c bocn a veiy good boy had he not been spoilt by 
liis patents,” meaning, of course, the Allans. They “allowed 
him an extravagant amount of pocket-money, which enabled 
him to get into all mannqr of mischief. Still 1 liked the boy," 
added the tutor, “ but, poor fellow, his parents spoiled him." 

Poe has described some aspects of his school days in his oft* 
cited story of William Wilson. Probably there is the nsnal 
amount of poetic exaggeration in these reminiscence^ b$rt they 
are almost tho only record we have of that portion of Ms 
career and, therefore, apart from thei^ literary merits, ore 
on that account deeply interesting. The description of the 
sleepy old London suburb, as it was in those days, is remark¬ 
ably accurate, but the revisions which the story of WiUiam 
ffylson went through before it reached its present perfect emt# 
caused many of the author’s details to deviate widely from 
their original correctness. His schoolhouse in the enrifest 
draft was truthfully described as an “old, irregular anH 
cottage-built ” dwelling, and so it remained until * its destroy 
tlon a few years ago. 

The m^fsant William Wilson, referring to those bygone 
happy days spent in the English academy, says, “Theteomh^f 
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Oridnof childhood required no external world of incident to 
occupy or amuse it. The morning’s awakening, the nightly 
summons to bed; the connings, the recitations, the periodical 
half-holidays and perambulations, the playground, with its 
broils* its pastimes, its intrigues—these, by a mental sorcery 
long forgotten, were made to involve a wilderness of sensation, 
a world of rich incident* a universe of varied emotion, of ex¬ 
citement the most passionate and spirit-stirring, 1 Oh, U bon 
temps, gw ce sUde de fer/ iu 

'From this world of boyish imagination Poe was called to his 
adoptive parents’ home in the United States. He returned to 
America in 1821, and was speedily placed in an academy in 
Bichmond, Virginia, in which city the Allans continued to 
reside. Already well grounded in the elementary processes of 
education, not without reputation on account of his European 
residence, handsome, proud, and regardod as the heir of a 
wealthy man, Pee must have been looked up to with no little 
respect by his fellow pupils. He speedily made himself a 
prominent position in the school, not only by his classical 
attainments, but by bis athletic 9 feats—accomplishments 
calculated to render him a leader among lads. 

‘‘In the simple school athletics of those days, when a 
gymnasium had not been heard of he was fan/e pincepe ,” 
is the yminiscence of his fellow pupil, Colonel T. L. Preston. 
Boa he remembers as “ a swift runner, a wonderful leaper, 
pi, what was more j'are, a boxer, with some slight training. 

. He would allow the strongest boy m the school to strike 
him with full force in the chest. He taught me the secret, 
and 1 imitated him, after my measure. It was to inflate the 
tanjgjfc to the uttermost, and at the moment of receiving the 
fckftk to exhale the air. It looked surprising, and was, indeed, 
a ^4ie rough; but with a good broast-bone, and some resolu- 

» wa* not difficult to stand it. For swimming be was 
being in many of his athletic proclivities surprisingly 
Qtt Byron in his youth.” 

Iijope of his feats Poe only came off second best. “A 
to a loot muse.” s&vs Colonel Preston, “had been 
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passed between tlio two cldnsicaji schools of the city * we 
selected Poe as om champion. The race came off one bright 
May morning at sunrise, in the Capitol Square. Historical 
truth compels me to add that on this occasion our school was 
beaten, and we had to pay up our small bets. Poo ran well, 
but his competitor was a long-legged, Indian-looking fellow, 
who would have outstripped Atalanta without the help of 
the golden apples.” 

“ In our I atm exercises in school,” continues the colonel, 
“Poe was among the first—not first without dispute. We had 
competitors who faiily disputed the palm, especially one, 
Nat Howaid, afterwards known as one of the ripest scholars 
in Ynginia, and distinguished also as a profound lawyer. H 
Howaid was less biilliant than Poe, he was far more studious; 
for even then the germs of waywardness were developing in 
the nascent poet, and even then no inconsiderable portion of 
his timo was given to vcisifymg. But if I put Howard as a 
Latinist on a level w lfch Poe, X do him full justice.” 

“Poe,” says the colonel, “was wiy fond of the Odes of 
Horace, arul 1 opt died them so often in my hearing that 1 
learned by sound tho words of many before I understood 
their meaning. In tho lilting xhytlim of tho Sapphics and 
Iambics his ear, as } T ot untutoied in more complicated har¬ 
monies!, took special delight. Two odes, m particular, have 
been humming in my ear all my life since, set to the tune of 
his recitation:— 

* Jam satin tans nu is a/qve dirat 
Gtandims mi sit Patir, et rubente,’ 

And 

* Non t bui neque aureum 

Mca»entcUt tn dono lam or,' ole. 

“I remember that Poo was also a very fine French scholar 
Yet, with all his superiorities, he was not the master epiijfc new 
even the favourite of the school. I assign, from my recollection, 
this place to Howard. Poe, as I recall my* impressions now* 
was selffewilled, capricious, inclined to be imperious, a$d, 
though gf generous impulses, not steadily kind, nor eve# 
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amiable ; and so what he would exact was refused to him. I 
a<J& another thing which haa its influence, I am sure. At the 
time of which I speak, Richmond was one of the most aristo¬ 
cratic cities on this side of the Atlantic. .. . A school is, of 
its nature, democratic; but still boys will unconsciously boar 
about the odour of their fathers* notions, good or bad. Of 
.Edgar Poe,” who had then resumed his parental cognomen, 
“ it was known tbat his parents had been players, and that ho 
was dependent upon the bounty that is bestowed upon an 
adopted son. All this had the effect of making the boys 
decline his leadership; and, on looking back on it since, I 
fancy it gave him a fierceness he would otherwise not have 
had.” 

This last paragiaph of Colonel Preston’s recollections casts a 
suggestive light upon the causes which rendered unhappy the 
lad's early life and tended to blight his prospective hope*. 
Although mixing with members of the best families of the 
province, and naturally endowed with hereditary and native 
pride, — fostered by the indulgence of wealth and tlio con¬ 
sciousness of intellectual superiority,—Edgar Poo was made to 
feel tbat his parentage was obscure, 4hd that ho himself was 
dependent upon tho charity and caprice of an alion by blood. 
For many lads these things would have had but little meaning, 
but to one *of Poe's proud temperament it must have been a 
source Of constant torment, and all allusions to it gall and 
wormwood. And Mr. Allan was not the man lo wean Poe 
front such festering fancies: as a rule he was proud of the 
handsome and talented boy, and indulged him in all that 
Wealth could purchase, but at other times he treated him with 
contumely, and made him feel the bitterness of his position. 

Still Poe did maintain his leading position among the 
nehdars at that Virginian academy, and several still living 
haV& favoured us with reminiscences of him. His feats in 
^wfsxnfitn$ to which Colonel Preston has alluded, are quite 
a feature of bis youthful career. Colonel Mayo records one 
daring performance in natation which is thoroughly character* 
^ of the lad. One day in mid-winter, when stantfing on tho 
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banks of the James River, Poe dated his comrade into jumping 
in, in order to swim to a certain point with him. After 
floundering about in the nearly frozen stream for some time, 
they readied the piles upon which Mayo’s Bridge was then 
suppoitcd, and there attempted to rest and try to gain the 
shore by climbing up tbe log abutment to the bridge. Upon 
reaching the bridge, however, they were dismayod to find that 
its plank flooring overlapped the abutment by several feet, and 
that it was impossible to ascend it. Nothing remained for 
them but to let go their slippery hold and swim back to the 
shore. Poe reached the bank in an exhausted and benumbed 
condition, whilst Mayo was roscucd by a boat just as he was 
succumbing. On getting ashore Poo was seized with a 
violent attack of vomiting, and both lads were ill for several 
weeks. 

Alluding to another quite famous swimming feat of his own, 
tho poet remarked, “ Any * sw immer in the falls ’ in my days 
would have swum the Hellespont, and thought nothing of the 
matter. I swam fi om Ludlam’s Wharf to Warwick (six miles), 
in a hot June sun, against one of the strongest tides ever 
known in the river. It would have been a feat comparatively 
easy to swim twenty miles in still water. I would not think 
much,” Too added in a strain of exaggeration not unqsual 
with him, " of attempting to sw T im the British Chaqqel from 
Dover to Calais.” Colonel Mayo, who had tried to accompany 
him in this peiformance, had to stop on the way, and says 
that Poe, when he reached the goal, emerged from the water 
with neck, face, and back blistered. The facts of this feat, 
which was undertaken for a wagor, having been questioned, 
Poe, ever intolerant of conti adiction, obtained and published 
the affidavits of several gentlemen who had witnessed it 
They also certified that Poo did not seem at all fatigued, and 
that he walked back to Richmond immediately after $e per¬ 
formance. 

The poet is generally rcmembeied at this part of his career 
to hav%b<$n slight in figure and person, but to have been weU 
made, active, sinewy, and graceful. Despite the fact* that he 
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was thus noted among his schoolfellows and indulged at home, 
The does not appear to liaVe been in sympathy with his sur¬ 
roundings. Already dowered with the “hate of hate, the 
scorn of scorn,” he appears to have made foes both among 
those who envied him and those whom, in the prido of intel¬ 
lectuality, he treated with pugnacious contempt. Beneath 
the haughty exterior, however, was a warm and passionate 
heart, which only needed circumstance to call forth an almost 
fanatical intensity of affection. A well-authenticated instance 
of this is thus related by Mrs. Whitman :— 

“While at the academy in Richmond, lie one day accom¬ 
panied a schoolmate to his home, where ho saw, for the first 
time, Mrs. Helen Stannard, the mother of his young friend. 
This lady, on entering the room, took his hands and spoke 
some gentle and gracious words of welcome, which so pene¬ 
trated the sensitive heart of the orphan boy as to deprive him 
of the power of speech, and for a time almost of consciousness 
itself. Ho returned home in a dream, with but one thought, 
one hope in life—to hear again the sweet and gracious words 
that had made the desolate world so beautiful to him, and 
filled his lonely heart with the oppression of a new joy. This 
lady afterwards became the confidant of all his boyish sorrows, 
and hers was the one redeeming influence that saved and 
guided him in the earlier days of his turbulent and passionate 
youth M 

When Edgar was unhappy at home, which, says his aunt, 
Mrs. Clemm, “ was* very often the case, he went to Mrs. 
Stannard for sympathy, for consolation, and for advice.” 
Unfortunately, the sad fortune which so frequently thwarted 
his hopes ended this friendship. The lady was overwhelmed 
by a terrible calamity, and at the period when her guiding < 
voice was most requisite, she fell a prey to mental alienation. 
She died, and was entombed in a neighbouring cemetery, but 
her •poor boyish admirer could not endure to think of her 
lying lonely and forsaken in her vaulted home, so he would 
leave the house at night and visit her tomb. When the 
nights .were drear, “ when the autumnal rains and the 

m v 
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winds wailed mournfully over the {paves, he lingered longest^ 
and came away most regretfully.” 

The memory of this lady, of this “ one idolatrous and purely 
ideal lovo ” of his boyhood, was cherished to the last. The 
name of ITolen frequently recurs in his youthful verses, “ The 
Faean,” now first included in his poetical works, refers to her; 
and to her he inscribed the classic and exquisitely beautiful 
stanzas beginning “ Helen, thy beauty is to me.” 

Another important item to bo noted in this epoch of his 
life is that he was already a poet. Among his schoolfellows 
he appears to have acquired some little reputation as a writer 
of satirical verses; but of his poetry, of that which, as he 
declared, had been with him “ not a purpose, but a passion,” he 
probably preserved tho secret, especially as we know that at 
his adoptive homo poesy was a forbidden tiling. As early as 
1821 he appears to have essayed various pieces, and some of 
theso were ultimately included in his first volume. With Foe 
poetry was a personal matter—a channel through which the 
turbulent passions of his heart found an outlet. With feelings 
such as were his, it came to pass, as a matter of course, that 
tho youthful poet fell in fove. His first affair of the heart is, 
doubtless, reminiscently portrayed in what he says of his 
boyish ideal, Byron. This passion, he remarks, “if passion it 
can properly bo called, was of the most thoroughly romantic, 
shadowy, and imaginative character. It was born of tlie hour, 
and of the youthful necessity to love. It had no peculiar 
regard to the person, or to the charactS, or to the recipro¬ 
cating affection. . . Any maiden, not immediately and 
positively repulsive,” he deems would have suited the occasion 
of frequent and unrestricted intercourse with such an imagina- 
• tive and poetic youth. “ The result,” he deems, “ was not 
merely natural, or merely probable; it was as inevitable as 
destiny itself.’’ 

Between the lines may be read the history oi ms own xovc. 
“The Egeria of his dreams—the Venus Aphrodite that sprang 
in full agd gupcrnal loveliness from tho bright foam upon the 
storm-tormented ocean of his thoughts,” was a little girlj 
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Elmira Royster, who livediwith hor father iu a house opposite 
to the'Allans in Richmond. The young people met again and 
again, and the lady, who has only recently passed away, 
recalled Edgar as “a beautiful boy,” passionately fond of 
music, enthusiastic and impulsive, but with prejudices already 
strongly developed. A certain amount of love-making took 
place between the young people, and Poo, with his usual 
passionate energy, ere he left home for the University had 
persuaded his fair innamorata to engage herself to him. Poe 
left home for the University of Virginia, Charlottesville, in 
the beginning of 18*25. Ho wrote frequently to Miss Royster, 
but her father did not approve of the affair, and, so the story 
runs, intercepted the correspondence, until it ceased. At * 
seventeen, Elmira became the bride of a Mr. Shelton, and it was 
not until some time afterwards that Poe discovered how it 
was his passionate appeals had failed to elicit any response 
from the object of his youthful affection. 

Poe’s short university career was in many respects a repeti¬ 
tion of his course at the Richmond Academy. Ho became 
noted at Charlottesville both for his athletic feats and his 
scholastic successes. He entered as a student on February 
1, 1826, and remained till the close of the second session in 
December of that year. “ He entered the schools of ancient 
and modern languages, attending the lectures on Latin, Greek, 
French, Spanish, and Italian. I was a member of the last 
three classes,” says «Mr. William Wertenbakcr, the recently 
deceased librarian, (( and can testify that he was tolerably 
regular in his attendance, and a successful student, having 
obtained distinction at the final examination in Latin and 
French, and this was at that time the highest honour a student 
could obtain. The present regulations in regard to degrees 
had hot then been adopted. Under existing regulations, he 
hate graduated iu the two languages above-named, and 
have been entitled to diplomas.” 

These statements of Poe's classmate are confirmed by Dr. 
H^triso», chairman of the Faculty, yho remarks tfiat the poet 
was a great favourite with his fellow students, and tAis ndted 
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for the remarkable rapidity with- which he prepared hia 
recitations and for their accuracy, his translations from tho 
modern languages being especially noteworthy. 

Several of Poe’s classmates at Charlottesville have testified 
to his “ noble qualities ” and other good endowments, but they 
remember that his “ disposition was rather retiring, and that 
he had few intimate associates.” Mr. Thomas Bolling, one of 
his fellow-students who has favoured us with reminiscences of 
him, says: “ I was acquainted with him, but that is about all. 
My impression was, and is, that no one could say that he knew 
him. He wore a melancholy face always, and even his smile 
—for I do not ever remember to have seen him laugh—seemed 
to be forced. When he engaged sometimes with others in 
athletic exercises, in which, so far as high or long jumping, I 
believe he excelled all the rest, Poe, with the same ever sad 
face, appeared to participate in what was amusement to the 
others more as a task than sport.” 

Poe had no little talent for drawing, and Mr. John Willis 
states that the walls of his college room were covered with his 
crayon sketches, whilst ^fr. Bolling mentions, in connection 
with the poet’s artistic facility, some interesting incidents. 
The two young men had purchased copies of a handsomely- 
illustrated edition of Byron’s poems, and upon visiting Poe a 
few days after this purchase, Mr. Bolling found him gngaged 
in copying one of the engravings with crayon upon his 
dormitory ceiling. He continued to lunuse himself in this 
way from time to time until he had filled all the space in his 
room with life-size figures which, it is remembered by those 
who saw them, were highly ornamental and well executed. 

As Mr. Bolling talked with his associate, Poe would continue 
to* Scribble away with his pencil, as if writing, and when his 
visitor jestingly remonstrated with him on his want of polite* 
ness, he replied that he had been all attention, and proved 
that he had by suitable comment, assigning as a reason for 
his apparent want of courtesy that he was trying to divide his 
mind; (ferry on a conversation and write sensibly upon a 
totally efferent subject at the same time. * 
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. Mr. Wertenbaker, in his interesting reminiscences of the 
poet, says: “As librarian'I had frequent official intercourse 
with Poe, but it was at or near the close of the session before 
I met him in the social circle. After spending an evening 
together at a private house he invited me, on our return, into 
his room. It was a cold night in December, and his fire 
having gone pretty nearly out, by the aid of some tallow 
candles, and the fragments of a small table which he broke up 
for the purpose, he soon rekindled it, and by its comfortable 
blaze I spent a very pleasant hour with him. On this occasion 
he spoke with regret of the large amount of money he had 
wasted, and of the debts he had contracted during the session. 
If my memory bo not at fault, he estimated his indebtedness 
at $2000 and, though they were gaming debts, he was earnest 
and emphatic in the declaration that he was bound by honour 
to pay them at the earliest opportunity.” 

This appears to have been Poe’s last night at the university. 
Ho left it never to return, yet, short as was his sojourn there, 
he left behind him such honourable memories that his alma 
mater is now only too proud to enrol his name among her most 
respected sons. Poe’s adoptive fatlfer, however, did not regard 
his protdgd’s collegiate career with equal pleasure: whatever 
view he may have entertained of the lad’s scholastic successes, 
he resolutely refused to discharge the gambling debts which, 
like too many of his classmates, he had incurred. A violent 
altercation took place between Mr. Allan and the youth, and 
Poe hastily quitted the shelter of home to try and make his 
way in the world alone. 

Taking with him such poems as he had ready, Poe made his 
way to Boston, and there looked up some of his mother’s old 
theatrical friends. Whether he thought of adopting the stage* 
at a profession, or whether he thought of getting their assist¬ 
ant towards helping him to put a drama of his own upon the 
stage,«—that dream of all young authors,—is now unknown. 
He appears to have wandered about for some time, and by 
some means or the other succeeded in getting a JittJe volume 
of poetns printed “for private circulation only.” This was 

m • 
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towards the end of 1827, when he was.nearing nineteen. 
Doubtless Poe expected to dispose of his volume by subscrip¬ 
tion among his friends, but copies did not go off, and ultimately 
the book was suppressed, and the remainder of the edition, for 
“ reasons of a private nature,” destroyed. 

What happened to the young poet, and how he contrived to 
exist for the next year or so, is a mystery still unsolved. It 
has always been believed that he found his way to Europe and 
met with some curious adventures there, and Poe himself 
certainly alleged that such was the case. Numbers of mythical 
stories have been invented to account for this chasm in the 
poet’s life, and most of them self-evidently fabulous. In a 
recent biography of Poe an attempt had been made to prove 
that he enlisted in the army under an assumed name, and served 
for about eighteen months in the artillery in a highly creditable 
manner, receiving an honourable discharge at the instance of 
Mr. Allan. This account is plausible, but will need further 
explanation of its many discrepancies of dates, and verification 
of the different documents cited in proof of it, before the public 
can receive it as fact. So many fables have been published 
about Poo, and even man^fictitious documents quoted, that it 
behoves the unprejudiced to be wary in accepting any new state¬ 
ments concerning him that are not thoroughly authenticated. 

On the 28th February 1829 Mrs. Allan died, and with her 
death the final thread that had bound Poe to her husbaftd was 
broken. The adopted son arrived too late to take a last fare* 
well of her whose influence had given the* Allan residence its 
only claim upon the poet’s heart. A kind of truce was patched 
up over the grave of the decoased lady, but, for the future, 
Poc found that home was home no longer, 
c * Again the young man turned to poetry, not only as a solace 
but as a means of earning a livelihood. Again he printed a little 
volume of poems, which included his longest piece, “ A1 Aaraaf,” 
and several others now deemed classic. The book was a £reat 
advance upon his previous collection, but failed to obtain any 
amount of public praise or personal profit for its author. 

Feeling tie difficulty o£ living by literature at the same. 
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time that he saw he might have to rely largely upon his own 
exertions for a livelihood, ^Poe expressed a wish to enter the 
army. After no little difficulty a cadetship was obtained for 
him at the West Point Military Academy, a military school in 
many respects equal to the best in Europe for the education of 
officers for the army. At the time Poe entered the Academy it 
possessed anything but an attractive character, the discipline 
having been of the most severe character, and the accommoda¬ 
tion in many respects unsuitable for growing lads. 

The poet appears to have entered upon this new course of 
life with his usual enthusiasm, and for a time to have borne 
the rigid rules of the place with unusual steadiness. Ho 
entered the institution on the 1st July 1830, and by the 
following March had been expelled for determined disobedience. 
Whatever view may be taken of Poe’s conduct upon this 
occasion, it must be seen that the expulsion from West Point 
was of his own seeking. Highly-coloured pictures have been 
drawn of his eccentric behaviour at the Academy, but the fact 
remains that he wilfully, or at any rate purposely, flung away 
his cadetship. It is Burmised with plausibility that the second 
marriage of Mr. Allan, and his expressed intention of with¬ 
drawing his help and of not endowing or bequeathing this 
adopted son any of his property, was the mainspring of Poe’s 
action. Believing it impossible to continue without aid in a 
profession so expensive as was a military life, he determined 
to relinquish it and return to his long-cherished attempt to 
become an author. * 

Expelled from the institution that afforded board and 
shelter, and discarded by his former protector, the unfortunate 
, and penniless young man yet a third time attempted to get % 
start in the world of letters by means of a volume of poetry* 
Ifit be true, as alleged, that several of his brother cadets aided 
his efforts by subscribing for his little work, there is some 
V|^Mbility that a few dollars rewarded this latest venture. 
O^Thatever may have resulted from the alleged aid, it is certain 
that in a short time after leaving the Military Academy Poe 
•wki rSduced to sad straits. He ^disappeared for pearly two 
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years from public notice, and how Ijo lived during that period 
has never been satisfactorily explained. In 1833 he returns 
to history in the character of a winner of a hundred-dollar 
award dffered by a newspaper for the best story. 

The prize was unanimously adjudged to Poe by the adjudi¬ 
cators, and Mr. Kennedy, an author of some little repute, 
having become interested by the young man’s evident genius, 
generously assisted him towards obtaining a livelihood by 
literary labour. Through his new friend’s introduction to the 
proprietor of the Southern Literary Messenger , a moribund 
magazine published at irregular intervals, Poe became first a 
paid contributor, and eventually the editor of the publication, 
which ultimately he rendered one of the most respected and 
profitable periodicals of the day. This success was entirely 
due to the brilliancy and power of Poe’s own contributions to 
the magazine. 

In March 1834 Mr. Allan died, and if our poet had main¬ 
tained any hopes of further assistance from him, all doubt was 
settled by the will, by which the whole property of the deceased 
was left to his second wife*and her three sons. Poe was not 
named.' — 

On the 6th May ^36 Poe, who now had nothing but his 
pen to trust to, marrV 1 his cousin, Virginia Clemm, a child 
of only fourteen, and wit* 1 ^ er mofc ^ er as housekeeper, started 
a home of his own. In f] le rheantin? 6 , his vari<ms ™ 

the Messenger began to attract attend 01 '' extont * 

reputation into literary circles, bat bevcl nd *“ S e ^‘ tor ‘ a ' sa ^ ar >’ 
of about one hundred guineas (i.e. # 20 > br0,1 S ht hinl no 
pecuniary reward. i i 

In January 1837, for reasons never j thorou g% explained, 
Poe severed his connection with the | Messenger, and moved 
with all his household goods from KicW mond to Ncw Yoric - 
3out!iern friends state that Poe was desf r0U8 of either 
admitted into 2>artnorship with his em 1 •ployer, or of bemg 
illowed a larger share of the profits wlr b ' 8 own ^ abourB 
>rocured.* 1ft New York his earnings see« m . t0 have bee * 1 8maU . 
nd irregular, fps most important work ha- v * n ® * K>eo * re P nb " 
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lic&tion from the Messenger in book form of his Defoe-like 
romance entitled Arthur Gordon Pym. The truthful air of 
11 The Narrative,” as well as its other merits, excited public 
curiosity both in England and America; but Poe’s remunera¬ 
tion does not appear to have been proportionate to its success, 
nor did he receive anything from the numerous European 
editions the work rapidly passed through. 

In 1838 Poo was induced by a literary friend to break up 
his New York home and remove with his wife and aunt (her 
mother) to Philadelphia. The Quaker city was at that time 
quite a hotbed for magazine projects, and among the many 
new periodicals Poe was enabled to earn some kind of a living. 
To Burton’s Gentleman's Magazine for 1837 he had contributed 
a few articles, but in 1840 he arranged with its proprietor to 
take up the editorship. Poe had long sought to start a 
magazine of his own, and it was probably with a view to such 
an eventuality that one of his conditions for accepting the 
editorship of the Gentleman's Magazine was that his namo 
should appear upon the title-page. 

Poe worked hard at the Gentleman's for some time, con¬ 
tributing to its columns much of his best work; ultimately, 
however, he came to loggerheads with its proprietor, Burton, 
who disposed of the magazine to a Mr. Graham, a rival 
publislysr. At this period Poe collected into two volumes, and 
got them published as Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesques , 
twenty-five of his stqpes, but he never received any remunera¬ 
tion, save a few copies of the volumes, for the work. For some 
time the poet strove most earnestly to start a magazine of 
his own, but all his efforts failed owing to his want of capital. 

. The purchaser of Burton’s magazine, having amalgamated it, 
With another, issued the two under the title of Graham's 
Magazine* Poe became a contributor to the new venture, and 
in November of the year 1840 consented to assume the post 
"of editor. Under Poe’s management, assisted by the liberality 
" of Mr, Graham, Graham's Magazine became a grand success. 
To its .pages Poe contributed some of his finelfc find most 
popular tales, and attracted to ttib publication the pens of 
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many of the best contemporary authors. The public WAS not 
slow in showing its appreciation of the pabulum put before it, 
and, so its directors averred, in less than two years the 
circulation rose from five to fifty-two thousand copies. « 

A great deal of this success was due to Poe’s weird and 
wonderful stories; still more, perhaps, to his trenchant critiques 
and liis startling theories anent cryptology. As regards the 
tales now issued in Graham's , attention may especially be drawn 
to the world-famed “ Murders in the Rue Morgue,” the first of 
a series —“urn espkee de trilogie as Baudelaire styles them— 
illustrative of an analytic phase of Poe’s peculiar mind. This, 
trilogie of tales, of which the later two were “ The Purloined 
Letter’’and “The Mystery of Marie Roget,” was avowedly 
written to prove the capability of solving the puzzling riddles 
of life by identifying another person’s mind by onr own. By 
trying to follow the processes by which a person would reason 
out a certain thing, Poe propounded the theory that another 
person might ultimately arrive, as it were, at that person’s 
conclusions, indeed, penetrate the innermost arcanum of his 
brain and read his most secret thoughts. Whilst the publie 
was still pondering over ttie startling proposition, and enjoying 
perusal of its apparent proofs, Poe still further increased his 
popularity and drew attention to his works by putting forward 
the attractive but less dangerous theorem that “human 
ingenuity could not construct a cipher which human ingenuity 
could not solve.” 

This cryptographic assertion was made in connection with 
what the public deemed a challenge, and Poe was inundated! 
with ciphers more or less abstruse, demanding solution. In', 
the correspondence which ensued in Graham's Magazine and 1 
other publications, Poe was universally acknowledged to have 
proved his case, so far as his own personal ability' to unriddle 
such mysteries was concerned. Although he had beV# 
offered to undertake such a task, he triumphantly solved eyery " 
cryptogram sent to him, with one exception, and that excepticm 
he proved conclusively was only an imposture, for which u© 
solution ^as possible. 
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The outcome of this exhaustive and unprofitable labour was 
the fascinating story of “ Ttfe Gold Bug,” a story in which the 
discovery of hidden treasure is brought about by the unriddling 
of an intricate cipher. 

The year 1841 may be deemed the brightest of Poe’s 
chequered career. On every side acknowledged to be a now 
and brilliant litorary light, chief editor of a powerful 
magazine, admired, feared, and enviod, with a reputation 
already spreading rapidly in Europe as well as in his native 
continent, the poet might well have hoped for prosperity and 
happiness. But dark cankers were gnawing his heart. Ilis 
pecuniary position was still embarrassing. Ilis writings, 
which were the result of slow and careful labour, wore poorly 
paid, and his remuneration as joint editor of G) aJtam’s was 
small. He was not permitted to have undivided control, and 
but a slight share of the profits of the magazine ho had 
rendered world-famous, whilst a feaiful domestic calamity 
wrecked all his hopes, and caused him to resort to that refugo 
of the broken-hearted—to that diink which finally destroyed 
his prospects and his life. 

Edgar Poe’s own account of this \eirible malady and its 
cause was made towards the end of bis career. Its truth has 
never been disproved, and in its most important points it has 
been thoroughly substantiated. To a correspondent he writes 
in Janmfiy 1848:—“ You say, 1 Can you hint to me what was 
“ that terrible evil” which caused the “irregularities” so pro- 
foundly lamented V Y&, I can do more than hint. This f evil ’ 
Wasothe greatest which can befall a man. Six years ago, a wife 
whom I loved as no man ever loved before, ruptured a blood¬ 
vessel in singing. Her life was despaired of. I took leave of 
her for ever, and underwent all the agonies of her death. She 
recovered partially, and I again hoped, At the end of a year, 
the Vessel broke again. I went through precisely the same 
somie.*. . . Then again—again—and e\ on once again, at varying 
intervals. Each time I felt all the agonies of her death—and at 
each accession of the disorder I loved her more dearly anil clung 
to her life with more desperate pertinacity. But I am cionsutu- 
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tionally sensitive—nervous in a very unusual degree. I became 
insane, with long intervals of horrible sanity. During these 
fits of absolute unconsciousness, I drank—God only knows 
how often or how much. As a matter of course, my enemies 
referred the insanity to the drink, rather than the drink to the 
insanity. I had, indeed, nearly abandoned all hope of a per¬ 
manent cure, when I found one in the death of my wife. This 
I can and do enduro as becomes a man. It was the horrible 
never-ending oscillation between hope and despair which I 
could not longer have endured, without total loss of reason.” 

The poet at this period was residing in a small but elegant 
little homo, superintended by his ever-faithful guardian, his 
wife’s mother—his own aunt, Mrs. Clomm, the lady whom he 
so gratefully addressed in after years in the well-known sonnet, 
as ** more than mother unto me.” But a change came o’er the 
spirit of his dream! His severance from Graham's , owing to 
wo know not what causes, took place, and his fragile schemes of 
happiness faded as fast as the sunset. Ilis means melted away, 
and ho became unfitted by mental trouble and ill-health to earn 
more. The terrible straits to which he and his unfortunate 
beloved ones were reduced may be comprehended after perusal 
of these words from Mr. A. B. Harris’s reminiscences. 

B of erring to the poet’s residence in Spring Gardens, Phila¬ 
delphia, this writer says : “ It was during their stay tjiere that 
Mrs. Poe, while singing one evening, ruptured a blood-vessel, 
and after that she suffered a hundred deaths. She could not 
bear the slightest exposure, and needed the utmost care; and 
all those conveniences as to apartment and surroundings 
which arc so important in the case of an invalid were almost 
, matters of life and death to her. And yet the room where she 
lay for weeks, hardly able to breathe, except as she was 
fanned, was a little narrow place, with the coiling so low over 
the narrow bed that her head almost touched it. Bufepo one 
dared to speak, Mr. Poe was so sensitive and irritable; 1 quick 
as steel and fiint,’ said one who knew him in those days. And 
ho woftld tiot allow a word about the danger of her dying: the 
mention of drove hiiWwild.” 
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Is ifc to be wondered at, should it not indeed be forgiven 
him, if, impelled by the anxieties and privations at home, the 
unfortunate poet, driven to the brink of madness, plunged 
still deeper into the Slough of Despond? Unable to pro¬ 
vide for the pressing necessities of his beloved wife, the 
distracted man “ would - steal out of the house at night, 
and go off and wander about the streets for hours, proud, 
heartsick, despairing, not knowing which way to turn, or 
what to do, while Airs. Clemm would endure the anxiety at 
home as long as she could, and then start off in search of him.” 

During his calmer moments Poe exerted all his efforts to 
proceed with his literary labours. lie continued to contribute 
to Graham's Magazine , the proprietor of which periodical re¬ 
mained his friend to the end of his life, and also to some other 
leading publications of Philadelphia and Now York. A sugges¬ 
tion having been made to him by N. P. Willis, of the latter 
city, he determined to once more wander back to it, as he found 
it impossible to live upon his literary earnings where he was. 

Accordingly, about the middle of 1845, Poe removed to New 
York, and shortly afterwards was engaged by Willis and his 
partner Alorris as sub-editor on the Evening Mirror. He was, 
says Willis, “ employed by us for several months as critic and 
sub-editor. ... He resided with his wife and mother at 
Fordham, a few miles out of town, but was at his desk in the 
office from nine in the morning till the evening paper went to 
press. With the highest admiration for hfe genius, and a 
willingness to let it alone for more than ordinary irregularity, 

. we were led by common report to expect a very capricious 
attention to his duties, and occasionally a scene of violence and 
difficulty. Time went on, however, and he was invariably 
punctual and industrious. With his pale, beautiful, and 
intellectual face, as a reminder of what genius was in him, it 
was ^^npossible, of course, not to treat him always with 
deferential courtesy. . . . With a prospect of taking the lead 
in another periodical, he at last voluntarily gave up his 
employment with us.” • • 

• A fe\# weeks before Poe relinquished his laboriou| and ill- 
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paid work on the Evening Minor , J^is marvellous poem of U/ Tlie 
Haven ” was published. The effect was magical. Never before, 
nor, indeed, ever since, has a Binglc short poem produced such 
a great and immediate enthusiasm. It did more to render Its 
author famous than all his other writings put together. It 
made him the literary lion of the season ; called into existence 
innumerable parodies; was translated into various languages, 
and, indeed, created quite a literature of its own. Poe was 
naturally delighted with the success his poem had attained, 
and from time to time read it in his musical manner in public 
halls or at literary receptions. Nevertheless he affected to 
regard it as a work of art only, and wrote his essay entitled 
the “Philosophy of Composition,” to prove that it was merely a 
mechanical production made in accordance with certain set rules. 

Although our poet’s reputation was now well established, he 
found it still a difficult matter to live by his pen. Even when 
in good health, he wrote slowly and with fastidious care, and 
when his work was done had great difficulty in getting 
publishers to accept it. Since his death it has been proved 
that many months often ^lapsed before he could get either his 
most admired poems or tales published. 

Poe loft the Evening Minor in order to take part in the 
Broadway Journal , wherein he re-issued from time to time nearly 
the whole of his prose and poetry. Ultimately he Required 
possession of this periodical, but, having no funds to carryit 
on, after a few months of heartbreaking labour he had to 
relinquish it. Exhausted in body and mind, the unfortunate 
man now retreated with his dying wife and her mother to a 
quaint little cottage at Fordham, outside New York Here 
af%r a time the unfortunate household was reduced to the 
utmost need, not even having wherewith to purchase the 
necessities of life. At this dire moment, some friendly hand, 
much to the indignation and dismay of Poe himSfelf, Dfc^/le an 
appeal to the public on behalf of the hapless family. 

The appeal had the desired effect. Old friends and new 
came to the rescue, and, thanks to them, and especially 
Mrs. Skew, the “Mark; Louise" of Poe’s later poems, his 



mi 


MEMOIR OF EDGAR ALLAN Pf>E 

wife’s dying moments were soothed, and the poet’s own 
immediate wants provided* for. In January 1846 Virginia 
Poe died; and for some time after her death the poet remained 
in an apathetic stupor, and, indeed, it may be truly said that 
never again did his mental faculties appear to regain their 
former power. 

For another year or so Poo lived quietly at Fordham, 
guarded by the watchful care of Mrs. Clemm,—writing little, 
but thinking out his philosophical prose poem of “ Eureka,” 
which he deemed the crowning work of his life. His life was 
as abstemious and rogular as his means were small. Gradually, 
however, as intercourse with fellow literati re-aroused his 
dormant energies, ho began to meditate a fresh start in the 
world. His old and never thoroughly abandoned project of 
starting a magazine of his own, for the enunciation of his own 
views on literature, now absorbed all his thoughts. In order 
to get the necessary funds for establishing his publication on 
a solid footing, ho determined to give a series of lectures in 
various parts of the States. 

His re-entry into public life only involved him in a scries 
of misfortunes. At one time he was engaged to be married 
to Mrs. Whitman, a widow lady of considerable intellectual 
and literary attainments; but, after several incidents of a 
highly romantic character, the match was broken off. In 
1849 Poe revisited the South, and, amid the scenes and friends 
of his early life, passed some not altogether* unpleasing time. 
AtButhmond, Virginia, he again met his first love*, Elmira, 
now a wealthy widow, and, after a short renewed acquaintance, 
was once more engaged to marry her. But misfortune continued 
to. dog his steps. 

■A publishing affair recalled him to New York. He left 
Bhdunond by boat for Baltimore, at which city he arrived on 
tta Syj October, and handed his trunk to a porter to carry to 
iW train for Philadelphia. What now happened lias never 
keep clearly explained. Previous to starting on his journey, 
jPct-JMd complained of indisposition,—of chilliness •and of 
cxhauisti&n,—and it is not improbably that an increase or con- 
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tinuance of these symptoms had tempted him to drink, or to 
resort to some of those narcotics he is known to have indulged 
in towards the close of his life. Whatever the cause of his 
delay, the consequences were fatal. Whilst in a state of 
temporary mania or insensibility, he fell into the hands of a 
band of ruffians who were scouring the streets in search of 
accomplices or victims. Wliat followed is given on undoubted 
authority. 

His captors carried the unfortunate poet into an electioneer¬ 
ing den, whore they drugged him with whisky. It was election 
day for a member of Congress, and Poc, with other victims, 
was dragged from polling station to station, and forced to 
vote tho ticket placed in his hand. Incredible os it may 
appear, the superintending officials of those days registered 
the proffered vote, quite regardless of the condition of the 
person personifying a voter. The election over, the dying poet 
was left in tho streets to perish, but, being found ere life was 
extinct, he was carried to the Washington University Hospital, 
where he expired on the 7th of October 1849, in tho forty-first 
year of his age. 

Edgar Poe was buried m the family grave of his grandfather, 
General Poe, in the presence of a few friends and relatives. 
On the 17th November 1875 his remains were removed from 
their first resting-place, and, in the presence of a large number 
of people, were placed under a marble monument subscribed 
for by some of his many admirers. His wife’s body has 
recently been placed by his side. * 

The story of that “fitful fever” which constituted the life 

of Edgar Poe leaves upon the reader’s mind the conviction 

that he was, indeed, truly typified by that— 

\ * 

“ Unhappy master, whom unmerciful disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore— 

Till the dirges of his hope that melancholy burden bore 
Of 1 Never—nevermore. ’ ” 


JOHN H. INGRAM. 
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These trifles are collectedWul republished chiefly with a view 
to their Redemption from Nfche many improvements to which 
they have been subjected wlvile going at random the “ rounds 
of the press.” I am natui felly anxious th’at what I have 
Written should circulate as iWrote it, if it circulate at all. 
In defence of my own taste, ne\Wthelo^, it is incumbent upon 
me to say that I think nothing sn this volume of much \ aluc 
to the public, or very creditable fco myself. Events not to be 
controlled have prevented mo from. making, at any time, any 
aerious effort in what, under hapuiicr circumstances, would 
have been the field of my choice. \With me poetry has been 
not a purpose, but a passion; and the passions should be held 
in reviffence: they must not—they cannot at will be excited, 
with an eye to the paltry compensations, or the moie paltry 
commendations, of mankind. 1 

ft A. V. 

•1846. * 
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THE EAVeN. 


Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, wca*/k and 

weary, f 

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten If.ore— 

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly ther$ came a 

tapping, p 

As of somo one gently rapping—rapping at my cha'mber door. 

“’Tis some visitor," I muttered, “tapping at >my chamber 

a 

door— 

Only this and nothing more.” 

Ah, distinctly I remember, it was in the bloa/k December, 

And each separate dying ember wrought its gl/iost upon the floor. 
Eagerly 1 wished the morrow \—vainly I ha^d sought to borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrow — sorrow for the lost 
Lenore— 

For the rare and radiant maiden wh om the angels name 
Lenore— „ 

Nameless here for ev.er* nore - 


And the silkeu sad uncertain rustliivS eac h purple curtain 
r rhrilled mo—filled me with fantast/ 0 terrors never fe^fc before; 
So that now, to still the beating < x m Y heart, I stood repeating 
“ ’Tis some visitor entreating er urance ^ m y chamber door— 
Some late visitor entreating er rance m y chamber door;— 
This it is and ’ othin S “ore" 


Presently my soul grew sty 14 ? 61, > hesitating then no longer, 
“Sir," said I, “or Madam trul y y° ur forgiveness I implore; 
But the fact is I was naf Jin & an< ^ 80 § en ^y you came Tapping, 
And so faintly you oj“ 1c hipping tapping at my (Camber 
door, 

That I scarce was s 1 * 0 ^ heard you here I opened wide the 
dbor*.-- 

( p-knessr there and nothing more. b 
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Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, 
fearing, 

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream 
before; 

But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token, 
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, 
“ Lenore! ” 

This I whispered, and an ocho murmured back the word, 
“ Lenore! ” 

Merely this and nothing more. 

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 
Soon I heard again a tapping, somewhat louder than before. 
“Surely," said I, “surely that is something at my window 
lattice; 

Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore— 
Let my heart be still a moment, and this mystery explore;— 
; Tis the wind and nothing more.” 

Open here 1 flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and 
flutter, # 

In there stepped a stately Haven of the saintly days of yore; 
Not the least obeisance made he; not an instant stopped or 
stayed he j 

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door— 
Perched upon a bust of Palla9 just above my chamber door— 
Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 
“Though thy crest be shorn and eliaven, thou,” I said, “art' 
sure no craven, 

Gh$9$ly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly 
shore— 

T©U me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian 
share! ” 


Quoth the Raven, “J^pvermore.” 
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Much I marvelled thi3 ungainly ( fowl to hear discourse So 
plainly, 

Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore; 

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber 
door— 

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber 
door, 

With such name as “Nevermore.” 

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only 

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 

Nothing further then he uttered—not a feather then he 
fluttered— 

Till I scarcely more than muttered, “ Other friends have flown 
before— 

On the morrow he will leave mo, as my hopes have flown 
before.” 

Tiien the bird said, “ Nevermoro.” 

i 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 

“Doubtless,” said I, “what it uttors is its only stock and 
store, 

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden 
bore— # 

Till the dirges of his Hope the melancholy burden bore 

Of ‘ Never—nevermore/ ” 


But the Raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bast 
and door; 

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking* 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore—- 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird 
of yore ’# 1 ' • t 

< . Mpant in druttrincr *« Nevermore” 


c Meant in ^baking “ Nevermore.” 



THE RAVE#, 


This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core; 
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 
On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’or, 
But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er, 
She shall press, all, nevermore ! 

Then, melliought, tho air grew denser, perfumed from an 
unseen censer 

Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 
“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels 
ho hath sent thco 

Respite—respito and nepenthe from thy memories of Lcnore ! 
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost Lonore 1” 
Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.” 

“Propheti” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or 
devil!— 

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee hero 
.ashore, • 

Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enelianted— 
On this home by Horror haunted—toll me truly, 1 implore— 
Is there— is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I im¬ 
plore 1 ” 

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.’’ 

“Prcphet!” said 1, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or 
devil! 

By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both 
- adore— 

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore-— 
Chuftaa rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.” 
Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.” 

“Be tbjit word our sign of parting, bird or fiend 1 * I Shrieked, 
upstarting— 



ft 1 POEMS OF LA TER LIFE. 

“Get the© hack into the tempest p.nd the Night’s Plutonian 
shore! 

Leave no bluck plume as a token of that lie thy soul bath 
spoken! 6 

Leave my loneliness unbroken !—quit the bust above my door! 

Take thy beak from out my heart, and tako thy form from off 
my door!’’ 

Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.” 

And the Raven, never Hitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 

And his eyes have all the seeming of .a demon’s that is dreaming, 

And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on 
the floor; 

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the 
floor 

Shall be lifted—nevermore ! 

Published, 1^45, 


THE BELLS. 


11 i£AR the sledges with the hells— c 

Silver bells! 

What a world of merriment their melody foretells 1 
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 

In the icy air of niglit! 

While the stars, that ovorsprinkle 
All the heavens, seem to twinkle 
With a crystalline delight; 

Keeping time, time, time, 

In a sort of Runic rhyme, 

To tho tintinnabulation that so musically wells 
From the bells, bells, bells, bells, 

Bells, bells, bells— « 

FrSm the jingling ind the tinkling of the bells. 




THE BELLS, 


• II. 

Hear the mellow wedding bells, 

• Holden bells ! 

what a world of happiness their harmony foretells ! 
Through the balmy air of night 
Ifow they ring out their delight! 

From the molten golden-notes. 

And ail in tune, 

What a liquid ditty floats 
To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats 
On the moon! 

Oh, from out the sounding cells. 

What a gush of euphony voluminously w< Us ! 

How it swells! 

How it dwells 
On the future ! how it tells 
Of the rapture that impels 
To the swinging ami the ringing 
Of the bells, hells, Bolls, 

Of the bells, bells, bells, b»dls, 

Bells, bells, bells— 

To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells 1 

HI. 

Hear the loud alarum bells— 

Brazen bells! 

What a tale of terror now their turbulcncy tells ! 

In the startled ear of night 
How they scream out their affright! 

Too much horrified to speak, 

They can only shriek, shriek, 

Out of tune, 

In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire,. 

In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire 
Leaping higher, higher, higher. 

With a desperate d&ire. 
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And a icsolute endeavour 
Now—now to hit or never, 

By the side of tho pale-faced moon. 

Oh, the belh, bells, bells * 

What a tale their torror t 
Of Despair! 

How they clang, and clash, and roar! 

What a horror they outpour 
On the lx wun of tho palpitating air ! 

Yet the oai it fully knows, 

By the twanging, 

And the clanging, 

How tho danger ehbs and flows; 

Yet the ear distinctly tells, 

In tho jangling, 

And tho wrangling, 

IJ ow the dancer sinks and swells. 

By tho sinking or the swelling in tho anger of the bells— 

Of the hells— 

Of tho bolls, hells, bells, bells, 

Bells, bolls, bells— 

In the clamour and the clangour of the bells! 


IV. 

Hoar the tolling of the be]Js— 

Iron bells! 

What a world of solemn thought their monody compels I 
In the silence of the night, 

IIow wo sliivei with affright 
At the melancholy menace of their tone ! 

For every sound that floats 
From the rust within their throats 
Is a groan. 

And tho people—ah, the people— 

They that dwell up in the steeple, 
i All alone, 



THE BELLS. 


ft 


And who tolling, tolling, tolling, 

In that muflled monotone, 

Foci a glory in so rolling 

On the human heart a atone— 
They are neither man nor woman— 

They are neither hrute nor human— 
They are Ghouls: 

And their king it is who tolls; 

And he rolls, ioll«, rolls, 

Rolls 

A paean from the bells! 

And his merry bosom swells 
With the ]>a‘an of the bells! 

And he dances, and he yells; 
Keeping time, time, time. 

In a sort of Kunic rhyme, 

To the pawn of the bells— 

Of the bells: 

Keeping time, time, time, 

In a sort of Jfunic ihyjjie, 

To the throbbing of the bells— 
Of the bells, bells, bells— 

To the sobbing of the bells; 
Keeping time, time, time, 

As he knells, knells, knells, 

In a happy Runic rhyme, 

To the rolling of the lx IK— 

Of the bells, bells, bells- - 
To *he tolling of the belK, 

Of tie bells, bells, bells, hi 11s, 

Bells, bells, bells— 

To the moaning and the groaning of the bells. 

• • 

1849. 
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ULALUMK. 

■9 

TllK skies they were ashen and sober; 

The leaves they were crisped and sere— 

The leaves they were withering and sere ; 

Tt was night in the lonesome October 
Of my most immemorial year; 

Tt was hard by the dim lake of Auber, 

In the misty mid region of Weir— 

It was down by the dank tarn of Auber, 

Tn the glioul-haunted woodland of Weir. 

Hore once, through an alley Titanic, 

Of cypress, 1 roamed with my Soul— 

Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul. 

Those were days when my heart was volcanic 
As the scoriae rivers that roll— 

As the lavas that restlessly roll 
Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek 
In the ultimate climes of the pole— 

That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek 
In the realms of the boreal pole. 

Our talk had been serious and sober, 

But our thoughts they were palsied and sere— 
Our memories were treacherouS and sere— 

For we knew not the month was October, 

And we marked not the night of the year— 
(All, night of all nights in the year !) 

* Wo noted not the dim lake of Auber— 

(Though once wo had journeyed down hero)— 
Kemembered not the dank tarn of Auber, 

Nor the ghoul-liauuted woodland of Weir. 

Aijd npw, as the night was senescent 
And star-dials pointed to morn— 

As^the sun-diali hinted of morn— 



VLAIPME. 




At the eml of our path a liquescent 
And nebulous lustre was born, 

Out of which a miraculous crescent 
% ^Vroso with a duplicate horn— 

Astarte’s bediamonded crescent 

Distinct with its duplicate horn. 

And I said—“ She is warmer than Diari: 

She rolls through an ether of sighs— 

She revels in a region of sighs : 

She has seen that the tears arc not dry on 

These cheeks, where the worm never dies, 

And has come past the stars of the Lion 
To point us the path to the skies - - 
To the Lethean peace of the skies— 

Como up, in despite of the Lion, 

To shine on us with her bright eyes— 

Come up through the lair of the I .ion, 

With love in her luminous eyes.* 

But Psyche, uplifting her linger, 

Said—“ Sadly this star I mistrust— 

Her pallor I strangely mistrust:— 

Oh, lfasten !—oh, let us not linger ! 

Ob, fly !—let us fly !—for wo must.” 

In terror she spok4 letting sink her 

Wings till they trailed in the dint - 
In agony sobbed, letting sink her 

Plumes till they trailed in the dust— 

Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust. 

I replied—“ This is nothing but dreaming: 

9 * Let us on by this tremulous light! 

Let us bathe in this crystalline light 1 
Its Sibyllic splendour is beaming 

With Hope and in Beauty to-night:— 

See!—it flickers up the sky tfhough the uiglit 1 
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Ah, we safoly may trust to its gleaming, 

And be sure it will lead us aright— 

Wo safely may trust to a gleaming 
That c.innot but guide us aright, 

Since it ilickcrs up to Heaven through the night.’* 

Tims I pacified Psycho and kissed her, 

And tempted her out of her gloom— 

And conquered her scruples and gloom; 

And we passed to the end of a vista, 

But were stopped by tin* door of a tomb— 

B3 the door of a legend* d tomb ; 

And I said—“ What i-. written, sweet sister, 

On tlu* door of this legended tomb ? ” 

She replied—“ Ulalume—Ulalunic— 

’Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume !” 

Then my heart it gr< w ashen and sober 

As the leaves that were crispod and sere— 

As the leaves that were withering and sere ; 

And I cried—“ It Vas surely October 
On this very night of last year 
That 1 journeyed—I journeyed down here— 

That I brought a dread burden down here I 
On this night of all nights in the year, 

Ah, what demon has tempted mo here ? 

Well I know, now, this dim lake if Auber— 

This misty mid region of Weir— 

Well 1 know, now, this dank tarn of Auber,— 

This ghoul-liaunted woodland of Weir.” 

1847. 


TO HELEN. 

I saw thee once—once only—years ago: 

I must not say how many—but not many. 

K wfis a July midnight; and from out 
A Cull-orbed moor, that, like thine own soul, soaring, 
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Sought a. precipitate pathway up through heaven. 
There fell a silvery-silkcit veil of light, 

With quietude, and sultriness and slumber, 

TJgpn the upturn’d faces of a thousand 
Rosfcs that grew in an enchanted gaiden, 

Where no wind dared to stir, unions on tiptoe—« 
Fell on the upturn’d faces of these roses 
That gave out, in return for the lovc-lighf, 

Their odorous souls in an ecstatic death — 

Fell on the upturn'd faces of these roses 
That smiled and died in this partene, enchanted 
By thee, and by the poetry of thy pic&t lice. 

Clad all in white*, upon a violet bank 
I saw thee half-reclining ; while the moon 
Fell on the upturn’d faces of the rose**, 

And on thine own, upturn’d—alas, in sorrow 1 

Was it not Fate*, that, on this July midnight— 
Was it not Fate (whose name is ajpo Sorrow), 

That bade me pause before that gardeu-gatc, 

To breathe the incense of those slumbering roses I 
No footstep stirred : the hated woild all slept, 
Save/mly thee and me—(O Heaven !—O God! 
How my heart heats in coupling those two wordn!) 
Save only thee ancj me. I paused—T looked— 
And in an instant all things disappeared. 

(Ah, bear in mind this garden was enchanted !) 
Hie pearly lustre of the moon went out: 

The mossy banks and the meandering paths, 

The happy flowers and the repining trees, 

Were seen no more : the very roses’ odours 
in the arms of the adoring airs. 

All —all expired save thee—save less than thou : 
Save only the divine light in thine eyes— 

Save bat the soul in thine uplifted eyes. 

% saw but them—they were the wqrld to me. 
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I saw but thorn—saw only them for hours— 

Saw only them until the moon went down. 

What wild heart-histories seemed to lie enwritten 
Upon those crystalline, celestial spheres ! 

I low dark a woe ! yet how sublime a hope 1 
How silently serene a sea of pride ! 

How daring an ambition ! yet how deep*— 

How fathomless a capacity for love ! 

l>ut now, at length, dear Diari sank from sight, 
Into u western couch of thunder-cloiul; 

And thou, a ghost, amid the < ntombing trees 
Didst glide away. Oithj thine eyes remained. 

They trmt/d not go—they lmvoi yet have gone. 
Lighting my lonely pathway home that night, 
They have not left me (as my hopes have) since. 
They follow me—they load me through the years. 
They are my ministers—yet I their slave. 

Their office is to illumine and enkindle— 

My duty, to lx tuned by their bright light* 

And pui ified in tboir etectric fire, 

And sanctified in their elysian fire. 

They fill my soul with Beauty (which is Hope), 
And are far up in Heaven—the stars I kneel to 
In the sad, silent watches of my night; 

While even in the meridian glare of day 
I see them still—two sweetly scii^illant 
Yen uses, unextinguished by the sun 1 
1848. 


ANNABEL LEE. 

[t was many and many a year ago. 

In a kingdom by the sea, 

Fhat a maiden there lived whom you may know"' 
By the name of Annabel Lee ; 

^nd<this maiden she lived with no other thought 
M Than to love and be loved by me. • 
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I was a child and *?/«; was a child. 

In this kingdom by the sea: 

But we loved with a love that was more than love— 

I and my Annabel Lee ; 

\Vsfch a love that the winged seraphs of heaven 
Coveted her and me. 

And this was the reason that, long ago, 

In this kingdom by the sea, 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 
My beautiful Annabel Lee ; 

So that her highborn kinsmen came 
And bore her away from me, 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 
In this kingdom by the sea. 

The angels, not half so happy in heaven. 

Went envying her and me— 

Yes !—that was the reason (as all men know, 

In this kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud by night, 

Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 

But our love it was stronger by far than tlie lovo 
Of those who were older than we— 

Of many far wiser than wo— 

An& neither the angels in heaven above, 

Nor the demons down under the sea, 

Can ever dissev^f my soul from the soul 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lick 

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee ; 

And the stars never rise but I see the bright eyes 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee ; 

•And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 
Of my darling, my darling, my life and my bride, 

In her sepulchre there by the sea— . 

In her tomb by the side of the sea. 
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A VALENTINE. 

JFoit her this rhymo is penned, whose luminous eyes, 

Brightly expressive us the twins of Loda, 

Shall find her own sweet name, that, nestling lies 
Upon the page, enwrapped from every reader. 

Search narrowly the lines!—they hold a treasure 
Divine—a talisman—an amulet 
That must be worn at heart. Soareh well the measure— 

The words—the syllables ! Do not forget 
The trivialest point, or you may lose your labour! 

And yet there is in this no Gordian knot 
Which one might not undo without a sabre, 

If one could merely comprehend the plot. 

Unwritten upon the leaf where now aro peering 
Eyes scintillating soul, there ViGjxrdus 
Three eloquent woids oft uttered in tlic hearing 
Of poets by poets—as tlio name is a poet’s, too. 

Its letters, although naturally lying 

Like the knight Pinto—Mendez Ferdinando— 

Still form a synonym for Truth—Cease trying* 1 
You will not read the ridble, though you do the best you 
can do. 

lS4o\ 

fTo discover the names iu this nml the flawing poem, read thofti^t 
letter of the first lin n in connection with tlio second letter of the second 
line, the thitd letter of tlio third line, the fourth, of the fourth and so on 
to the end.] 


AN ENIGMA. 

“ Seldom we find,” says Solomon Don Dunce, 
Half an idea in the profoundest sonnet. 
Tit rough all the fiimsy things we see at once 
•As Easily as through a Naples bonnet— 
TrasJ of all trash !—how can a lady don it f 
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. Yet heavier far than your Petrarchan stuff— 
Owl-downy nonsense thfit the faintest puff 
Twirls into trunk-paper the while you con it.” 
ijmd, veritably, Sol is right enough. 

The general tuckermauitios are arrant 
Bubbles—ephrmeral and so transparent— 

But this is, note—you may depend upon it— 
Stable, opaque, immortal—all by dint 
Of the dear names that lie concealed within’t. 

[See previous page.] 

1847. 


TO MY MOTHER. 

BECAUSE I feel that, in the Heavens above, 

The angels, whispering to one another, 

Can find, among their burning terms of love, 

None so devotional as that of “ Mother,” 

Therefore by riiat dear name 1 long have called you— 

You who aro more than mother unto me, 

And fill my heart of hearts, where Death installed you, 

In setting my Virginia’s spirit fitse. 

My mother—my own mother, who died early, 

Was but the mother of myself; but you 
Are mother to the one I loved so dearly, 

Anfl thus are dearer than the mother I knew 
By that infinity with which my wife 
■ Was dearer to soul than its soul-life. 

* 849 . 

{The above was addressed to the poofs mother-in-law, Mrs. Cloinm.—E d.[ 

FOR ANNIE. 

Thank Heaven ! the crisis— 

The* danger is past, 

And the lingering illness 
Is over at last— 

And the fever called “ Living ” 

Is conquered at last. 
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Sadly, I know, 

I am shorn of mjr strength, 
And no muscle I move 
As I lie at full length— 
But no matter !—l feel 
I am better at length. 

And t rest so composedly, 
Now in my bed, 

That any beholder 

Might fancy me dead— 
Might start at beholding mo, 
Thinking me dead. 


The moaning and groaning, 

The sighing, and sobbing, 

Are quieted now, 

With that horrible tlirobbin 
At heart:—all, that horrible, 
Horribly throbbing! 

The sickness—the nausea— 
The pitiless pain— 

Have ceased, with the fever 
That maddened my brain— 
With the fever called “ IA'*ing' 
That burned in my brain. 

And oh ! of all tortures 
That torture the worst 
Has abated—the terrible 
Torture of thirst, 

For the naphthaline river 
Of Passion accurst:— 

I have drank of a water 
That quenches all thirst:— 
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Of a water that flows, 

With a lullaby sound. 

From a spring but a very few 
Feot under ground— 

From a cavern not very far 
Down under ground. 

And ah ! let it never 
Do foolishly said 
That my room it is gloomy 
And narrow my bed— 

For man never slept 
J n a different bed ; 

And, to sleep, you must slumber 
In just such a bed. 

My tantalised spirit 
Here blandly reposes, 
Forgetting, or never 
Regretting its roses— 

Its old agitations* 

Of my rtlos and roscS : 

* 

For now, while so quietly 
Lying, it fancies 
A holier odour 

About it, of pansies— 

A roatyuary odour, 

Commingled with pansies—• 
With rue and the beautiful 
Puritan pansies. 

And so it lies happily, 

Bathing in many 
A dream of the truth 

And the beauty of Annie— 
Drowned in a bath 

Of the tresses of Annie. 
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She tenderly kissed me, 

She fondly caressed, 

And then I fell gently 
To sleep on her breast— 
Deeply to sleep 

From the heaven of her breast. 

When the light was extinguished. 
She covered mo warm, 

And she prayed to the angels 
To Keep mo from harm— 

To the queen of the angels 
To shield mo from harm. 

And I ho so composedly, 

Now in my l>ed, 

(Knowing her love) 

That you fancy me dead— 

And I rest so contentedly, 

Now in my bed, 

(With herdovc at my breast) 

That j ou fancy me dead— 
That you shudder to look at mo. 
Thinking me dead. 


But my heart it is brighter 
Than all of the many ^ 
Stars in the skj r , 

For it sparkles with Annie— 
It glows with tin* light 
Of the love of my Annie— 
With the thought of the light 
Of the eyes of my Annie. 
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TO # F- 

Beloved ! amid the earnest woes 
That crowd around my earthly path— 
' (Drear path, ala^! where grows 
Not even oue lonely rose)— 

My soul at loast a solace hath 
In dreams of thee, and therein knows 
An Edcu of bland repose. 

And thus thy memory is to me 
Like some enchanted far-off isle 
In some tumultuous sea— 

Some ocean throbbing far and free 
With storm—but where meanwhile 
Screncst skies continually 
Just o'er that one blight island .smile 

1815. 


TO FRANCES S. OSGOOD. 

Thou wouldst bo loved ?—-then let thy heait 
From its present pathway part not; 

Being everything which now thou art, 

.•Be nothing whicli thou art not. 

So with the world thy gentle ways, 

Thy grace, tjfy more than beauty, 

Shall be an endless theme of prai\e, 

And love a simple duty. 

1845 . __ 

ELDORADO. 

Gaily bodight, 

A gallant knight, 

In sunshine and in shadow, 

Had journeyed long, 

Singing & song, 

In search of Eldorado. 
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But he grow old— 

This knight so bold— 

And o’er his heart a shadow 
Fell as ho found 
No spot of ground 
That looked like Eldorado, 

And, as his strength 
Failed him at length, 

Ho met a pilgrim shadow— 

“ Shadow,” said he, 

“ Where can it bo— 

This land of Eldorado ? ” 

“ Over the Mountains 
Of the Moon, 

Down the Valley of the Shadow, 
Kidc, boldly ride,” 

The shade replied, 

“ If you* seek for Eldorado ! ” 

184P. 


EULALIE. 

I dwklt alone 
In a world of moan, 

And my soul was a stagmm^tide, 

Till the fair and gentle Eulalie became my blushing bride— 
Till the yellow-haired young Eulalie became my smiling 
bride. 

^ n 

Ah, less—less bright 
The Btars of the night 
Than the eyes of the radiant girl 1 
And never a Hake 
That the vapour can make 
% With the moon-tints of purple and pearl, 

Can vi^ with the modest Eulalie’s most unregarded curl— 

Can compare with thar hrit*ht-p.vpd Enlalin’s most humble'and 
careless* curly 
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A DREAM WITHIN A DREAM* 

Now Doubt—now Pain 
Come never again, 

For her soul gives mo sigh for sigh, 

And all day long 
Shines, bright and strong, 

Astarte within the sky, 

While ever to her dear Eulalie upturns her matron eye— 
While ever to her young Eulalie upturns hor violet eye 
1845. 


A DREAM WITHIN A DREAM. 

Takk this kiss upon the brow ! 
And, in parting from you now, 
Thus much let me avow— 

You are not wrong, who doom 
That my days have been a dream : 
Yet if hope has flown away 
In a night, or in a day, 

In a vision, or in none, 

Is it therefore the loss*iy<Wfi i 
All that we see or seem 
Is but a dream within a dream. 

I stand amid the roar 
Of a surf-tormented shore, 

And I^old within my hand 
Grains of the golden sand — 

How few ! yet how they creep 
Through my fingers to the deep, 
While I weep—while I weep! 

0 God! can I not grasp 
Them with a tighter clasp t 
O God! cau I not save 
One from the pitiless wave 1 
Is all that we see or seem 
But a dream within a dream ? 
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TO MARIE LOUISE (SHEW). 

Of all who 1 1 dll tii}’’ pie^encc as the morning— 

Of all to whom thine absence is the night— 

The blotting utterly from out high heaven 
The sacred sun—of all who, weeping, bless thee 
Hourly for hope—for life—ah, above all, 

Eor the re.suiloot ion of deep buried faith 
In truth, in \iituo, in humanity— 

Of all who, on despairs uuhallowe 1 bod 
Lying down to die, have suddenly arisen 
At thy soft-murmured woids, “Let there be light!” 
At thy soft murmured words that wore fulfilled 
In the seraphic glancing of thine eyes — 

Of all who owe thee most, whose gratitude 
Nearest resembles worship,—oh, remomber 
The truest, the most, fervently devoted. 

And think that these weak lines are written by him— 
By him who, as he peijs them, thrills to think 
His spirit is communing with an angel’s. 

1847. 


TO MAIUE LOUISE (SHEW). 

Not long ago, the writer of these lyies. 

In the mad pride of intellectuality, 

Maintained “ the power of words”—denied that ever 
A. thought aroso within the human brain 
* - Beyond the utterance of the human tongue : 

And now, as if in mockery of that boast, 

Two words- -two foreign soft dissyllables— 

Italian tones, made only to be murmured 
By angels dreaming in tho moonlit “ dew 
That hangs like chains of pearl on Hermon hill,”— 
Have stirred from out the abysses of his heart. 

Untie ought-like thoughts that are the souls of thought 



THE CITY IN THE SEA. 


25 


Richer, far wilder, far diviner visions 
Than oven the seraph harper, Israfel, 

(Who has “the sweetest voice of .all God’s creatures,”) 
Could hope to utter. And I! my spells are broken. 
The* pen falls powerless from my shivering hand. 

With tliy dear name as text, though bidden by thee, 

I cannot write —I cannot speak or think— 

Alas, I cannot feel; for ’ti>> not feeling, 

This standing motionless upon the golden 
Threshold of the wide-open gate of dreams, 

Gazing, entranced, adown the gorgeous vista, 

And thrilling a.si.i (3, upon the right, 

Upon the left, and all the way along, 

Amid empurpled vapours, far away 
To where the prospect terminates —thee only / 

1848. 


THE CITY IN THE SEA. 

Lo ! Death has reared himself a tlirono 
In a strange city lying alone 
Far down within the diin West, 

Where the good and the bad and the worst and the best 
Have gone to their eternal rest. 

There shrines and palaces and towers 
(Time-eaten to were that tiemble not!) 

Resemble nothin^that is ours. 

Around, by lifting winds forgot, 

Resignedly beneath the sky 
The melancholy waters lie. 

No rays from the holy Heaven come down 
On the long night-time of that town; 

Rut light from out the lurid sea 
Streams up the turrets silently— 

Gleams up the pinnacles far and free— 

Up domes—up spires—up kingly halls— 

Uplines—up Babylon-like walls- a^ 
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Up shadowy long-forgotten bowel's 
Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers— 

XI p many and many a marvellous shrine 
Whose wreathed friezes intertwine 
The viol, the violet, and the vine. 

Resignedly beneath tin*, sky 
The melancholy waters lie. 

So blend the turrets and shadows there 
That all seem pendulous in air. 

While from a proud tower in the town 
Death looks gigantically down. 

There open fanes and gaping graves 
Yawn levtd with the luminous waves ; 
But not the riches there that lie 
In each idol’s diamond eye— 

Not the gaily-jewelled dead 
Tempt the waters from their bed ; 

For no ripples curl, alas ! 

Along that wilderness of glass— 

No swellings tell that winds may be 
Upon some far-off happier sea— 

No heavings hint that winds have been 
On seas less hideously serene. 

But lo, a stir is in the air! 

The wave—there is a mov&ncnt there ! 
As if the towers had thrust aside, 

In slightly sinking, the dull tide— 

As if their tops had feebly given 
A void within the filmy Heaven. 

The waves have now a redder glow— 
The hours an* breathing faint and low— 
And when, amid no earthly moans, 
Down, down that town shall settle hence 
Hell, rising from a thousand thrones, 
Shall do it reverence. 
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THE SLEEPER 

At midnight, in the month of Juno, 

1 stand beneath the mystic moon. 

An opiate vapour, dewy, dim. 

Exhales from out her golden rim, 

And, softly dripping, drop by drop, 

Upon the quiet mountain top, 

Steals drowsily and musical Ly 
Into the universal valley. 

The rosemary nods upon the grave; 

The lily lolls upon the wave ; 

Wrapping the fog about its breast, 

The ruin moulders into rest ; 

Lookiug like Lethe, see ! the lake 
A conscious slumber seems to take, 

And would not, for the world, awake. 

All Beauty sleeps !—anddo ! where lies 
(Her casement open to the skies) 

Irene, with her Destinies ! 

Oh, lady bright! can it be right— 

This window open to the night 1- • 

The wanftrn airs, from the tree-top. 
Laughingly through the lattice drop— 
The bodiless airs, a wizard rout. 

Flit through thy chamber in and out, 

And wave the curtain canoj>y 
So fitfully—so fearfully— 

Above the closed and fringed lid 
’Neath which thy slumVring soul lies hid. 
That, o’er the floor and down the wall, 
Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall !• 
Oh, lady dear, hast thou no fear ? • 

Why and what art thou vuning hAe 1 
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Sure thou art come o’er far-off seas. 

r 1 

A wonder to these garden trees I 
Strange is tliy pallor! strange thy dress 1 
Strange, above all, thy length of tress, 

And this all-solemn silentness ! * 

The lady sleeps l Oh, may her sleep. 
Which is enduring, so bo deep ! 

Heaven have her in its sacred keep ! 

This chamber changed hr one more holy, 
This bed for one more melancholy, 

1 pray to (Jod that she may lie 
For ever with unopened eye, 

While the dim sheeted ghosts go by ! 

My love, she sleeps ! Oh, may her sleep, 
As it is lasting, so bo deep \ 

Soft may the worms about her creep! 

Far in the forest, dim and old, 

For her may«somo tall vault unfold— 
Some vault that oft hath flung its black 
And w inged panels fluttering back, 
Triumphant, o’er the crested palls, 

Of lior gi and family funerals— 

Some sepulchre, remote, alone, 

Against whose portal she hath thrown, 

In childhood many an idle stone— 

Some tomb from out whose sounding door 
She ne’er shall force an echo more. 
Thrilling to think, poor child of sin! 

It was the dead who groaned within. 

1845. 



BRIDAL BALLAD. 

BKIDAL BALLAD. 

TllE ring is oil my hand, 

Ami the wreath is on my brow j 
Satins and jewels grand 
Are all at my command, 

And I am happy now. 

And ray lord he loves me well; 

But, when first he breathed his v 
I felt my bosom swell— 

For the. words rang as a knell. 

And the voieo seemed his who fell 
In the battle dow r n the doll, 

And who is happy now. 

But he spoke to reassure, me, 

And lie kissed my pallid brow, 
While a reverie came o’er me, 

And to the churchyard bore me, 
And I sighed to him bclore me, 
Thinking him dead D’Elormie, 

“ Oh, I am happy now ! ” 

And thus the words were spoken, 
And thus the plightod vow, , 
And, tlu^igh my faith ho broken, 
And, though my heart he broken, 
Behold the golden token 
That p aves me happy now ! 

Would to God 1 could awaken! 

For I dream I know not how, 
And my Soul is sorely shaken 
Lest an evil step be taken,— 

Lest the dead who is forsaken 

May not be happy now. 
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NOTES. 

1. “The Raven" was first published on the 29th January 1845, 1$ the 
New York Evening Mirror —a paper its author was then assistant editor 
of. It was prefaced by the following words, understood to have bean 
written by N. P. Willis:—“We aro permitted to copy (in advance of 
publication) from the second number of the American Review (the follow* 
ing remarkable poem by Edgar Poo. In our opinion, it is the moat 
effective single example of ‘ fugitive poetry * ever published in this country, 
and unsurpassed in English poetry for subtle conception, masterly in* 
genuity of versification, and consistent sustaining of imaginative lift wad 
‘pokerishness.’ It is one of those 'dainties bied in a book’which we 
feed on. It will stick to the memory of everybody who reads it. 1 ’ In 
the February number of the American JR( Hew the poem was published as 
by “Quarles,” and it was introduced by the following note, evidently 
suggested il not written by Poe himself. 

* [“The following lines from a correspondent—besides the deep, quaint 
-train of the sentiment, and the curious introduction of some ludicious 
touches amidst the serious aud impiessive, os was doubtless intended by 
the author—appears to us one of the most folicitous specimens of uniquo 
rhyming which has for some time met our eye. The tesources of English 
rhythm for varieties of melody, moasuie, and sound, producing eorre* 
spending diversities of offect, have been thoroughly studied, much more 
pcrcoived, by very few poets in tho language. While the classic tongues, 
especially tho Greek, possess, by power of accent, several advantages for 
versification over our own, chiefly through gt eater abundance of spondaic 
feet, we have other and very great advantages of sound by the modem 
usage of rhyme. Alliteration is nearly the only effect of that kind which 
the ancients had in common with us. It will be seen that much of the 
melody of * The Raveu' arises from alliteration, and the studious use of 
similar Rounds in unusual places. In regard to its measure, it may be 
noted that if all the verses were like the second, they might properly he 
placed merely in short lines, producing a nob uncommon form; but the 
presence in all the others of ono line—mostly the second in the verse 
(stanza f)—“which flows continuously, with only an aspirate pause in 
the middle, like that before the short line in the Sapphic Adonic, while 
tho fifth has at the middle pause no similarity of sound with any part 
beside, gives the versification an entirely different effect We could „ 
wish the capacities of our noble language in prosody were better 
understood.”—E d. Am. Rev."] 

2. The bibliographical history of “ The Belle ” is curious. ^asutgect, 
and some lines of the original version, having been suggested by St# poet’s 
Mend, Mrs. Shew, Poe, when he wrote out the first draft of the poem, 
headed it,* “ The Bells, By Mrs. M. A. Shew.” This draft, new the 
editor’sgnroperty, consists of only seventeen lines, and reads J&us!—*► 
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The bells 1—a9L, the bells ! 

The little silver bolls ! 

How fairy-like a melody tlieic floats 
From their throats— 

From their meny little tin oats — 
Fiom the silver) tinkling tin oafs 
Of the bells, bells, bells— 

Of the bells I 


l). 

The bells !- ah, the bells ! 

The heavy iiou bells ’ 

How bonible a monody then, floats 
From thcii throats 
From their deep-toned tin oats - 
From their melancholy tin oats I 
How I shnddei at the notes 

Of the bolls, bells, bells— 

Of the bells! 

In the autumn of 1M8 Poe added another line to this poem, and sent 
it to the editor of the Union Magazine, it was not published. So, in 
the following February, the poet fotwarded ti^tlie same periodical a much 
enlarged and altered transcript. Three months having elapsed without 
publication, another revision of the x>oem, similar to the current version, 
wad sent, and m the following Octobei was published in the Union 
Magmine. 

8* This |K>em waa first published iu Colton’s American Review for 

December 1847, as "To-Ulaluiue : a Ballad.” Being reprinted 

immediately in the Home Journal, it was copied into various publications 
trithrthe name of the editor N. P. 'Willis, appended, and was ascribed to 
him. When first published, it contained the following additional stanza 
whfob Poe subsequently, at the suggestion of Mrs. Whitman, wisely 
suppressed:— 

Said we then—the two, then—“ Ah, can it 
Have been that the wood! an dish ghouls— 

The pitiful, the merciful ghouls— 

To bar up oar path and to ban it 

From the secret that lies in these wolds— 

Had drawn up the spectre of a planet 
From the limbo of lnnary souls— 

This sinfully seintOlant planet 

From the Hell of the planetary souls \ n 
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4. “To Helen” (Mrs. 8. Helen Whitman) Was not yntiaff 
November 1848, although written sevciwl months earlier. 

in the Union Magazine, and with the omission, contrary to the knowledge 
or desiie of Poc, of the line, “Oh, God I oh, Heaven—how ifty'heart 
heats in coupling those two words.” * * , f 

5. “Annabel Lee” was wniton early in 1848, and is evidently 
expression of tho poet’s undying lovo for his deceased bride, althtis^ ftk 
least one of his lady admirers deemed it a response to her admiration. 
Toe sent a copy of the ballad to the Union Magazine, in which publicaliod 
it appeared m January 1850, three months after the author's death*. 
Whilst suffering fiom “hope defeired" as to its fate, Poe presented % 
copy of “Annabel Lee” to the editor of tho Southern Literary Messenger, 
who published it in the November number of his periodical, a month after 
Poe’s death. In the meantime the poet's own copy, left among his papers^ 
passed into tho hands ot the peison engaged to edit Ins works, and hS 
quoted the poem in an obituary of Poe, in the New Yoik Tyibwie, before 
any one else had an oppoitumty of publishing it. 

6. “A Valentine,” one of thiee poems addiessed to Mrs. Osgood* 
appears to have been wntten eaily in 1846. 

7. “ An Enigma," addiessed to Mrs. Saiah Anna Lewis (“Stella was 
sent to that lady in a lettei, m November 1847, and the following Match 
appealed in Sai tain’s Union Magazine. 

8. The sonnet, “ To My Mother ” (Maria Clemm), was sent far publico* 
tion to the short-lived Flag, of our Union , eaily in 1849, but does not 
appear to have boon issued until afeer its authoi’s death, when it appeared 
in the Leaflets of Memory for 1850. 

9. “ For Annie ” was hrst published in the Flag qf our Union, in tbd 
spring of 1849. Poo, annoyed at some misprints in this issue, shortly 
afterwards caused a corrected copy to be iusorted in the ffomo Journal. 

10. “ To F-” (Frances Sargcant Osgood) appeared in the Broadway 

Journal for April 1845. Theso lines are but slightly viuied from those 
inscribed “To Mary,” in tho Southern Literaty Messenger for July 1885, 
and subsequently lepuhliahed, with the two stanzas transposed. In 
Graham's Magazine for March 1842, as “ To One Departed.” 

11. “ To F—s S. O—d,” a portion of tile poet’s triune tribute to 8tfe 
Osgood} was published in the Broadway Journal for September 1848, 
The earliest version of these lines appeared in the Southern LS&rttffls. 
Messenger for September 1885, as “Lines written in an 

addressed to Eliza White, the proprietor’s daughter. Slightly 

poem reappeared in Burton’s Gentleman's Magazine for Aogufifc ' 

“To- 

12. Although “Eldorado” was published daring Poet lamMU | f lg r - 
1849, in tiifa Flag of our Union , it does not appear to have etf at 

the auth( r’silniabing touches. ’ * 



first appears in Colton's American Review for 

,. within a Dream ’^dpos not appear to have been published 

^%.^pa3«-te poem during its author's lifetime. A portion of it was 
in 1829, in the piece beginning, “Should my early life seem,*’ 
l&J some few lines of it were used as a conclusion to “Tamerlane." 
■|jh ^4k the poet sent a friend all but the first nine lines of the piece as a 
j^|i|i^poem, headed “ For Annie." 

?*To M-L ■ ■ S-," addressed to Mrs. Mario Louise Shew, was 

in February 1847, and published shortly aftciwards. In the first 
posthumous collection of Poe's poems these lines were, for some reason, 
included in the * 'Poems written in Youth," and amongst those poems 
thojjr have hitherto been included. 

. 15? “To-,” a second piece addressed to Mrs. Show, and 

.written in 1848, -was also first published, but in a somewhat faulty form, 
M the above-named posthumous collection. 

I' 17. Under the title of “ The Doomed City ” the initial version of “ The 
pity in the Sea" appeared in the 1881 volumo of Poems by Poe: it 
reappeared as “The City of Sin," in the Southern Literary Mea&enger for 
August ,1835, whilst the present draft of it first appeared in Colton’s 
American Review for April 1845. 

5 18, As “ Irene," the earliest known version of “ Tlio Sleeper," appeare u 
in the 1831 volume. It reappeared in the Literary Mesnenger for May 
139&, and, in its present form, in the Broadway Journal for May 1845. 
y ISU "The Bridal Ballad" is first discoverable in the Southern Literacy 
Atespenger for January 1837, and, in its present compressed and revised 
form* was reprinted in the Broadway Journal for August 1845. 
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LENOKE. 

Ah, broken is the golden bowl ' the spirit flown for ever ! 

Let the boll toll!-— a saintly soul floats on the Stygian river. 
And, Guy do Vore, hast thou no tear?—weep now or never 
moro ’ 

See ! on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy love, Lcnore ! 
Come ! let the burial rite bo read—the funeral song be sung!— 
An anthem for the queonliest dead that ever died so young— 
A dirge for hei, the doubly dead in that she died so young. 

“ Wretches! ye loved her for her wealth and hated her fo; 
her pride, 

And when she fell in feeble health, ye blessed her—that she 
died! 

How shall the ritual, then, be read 1 —the requiem how be sung 
By you—by yours, the evil eye,—by yours,the slanderous tongue 
That did to death the innocence that died, and died scf young ? ” 

Peccanmus; but rave not thus! and le^ a Sabbath song 
Go up to God so solemnly the dead may feel no wrong ! 

The sweet Lenore hath “ gone before,” with Hope, that fl<Jw 
beside, 

Leaving thee wild for the dear child that should have been 
thy bride— 

For her, the fair and d&bonnaire, that now so lowly lies, 

The life upon her yellow hair but not within her eyes**-* 

The life still there, upon her hair—the death upon her eyes, 

* 0 

vaunt ! c to-night my heart is light. No dirge will I upraise* 

But wafPthe angel on her flight with a paean of old (Jays! 
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Let fid bell toll!—lest her sweet soul, amid its hallowed mirth, 
Should catch the note, as it doth float up from the damned Earth. 
To friends above, from fiends below, the indignant ghost is 
* riven— 

From Hell unto a high estate far up within the Heaven— 
From grief and groan to a golden throne beside the King of 
Heaven.” 

1844. 


TO ONE IN PABADISE. 

Thou wast that all to me, love, 

For which my soul did pine— 

A green isle in the sea, love, 

A fountain and a shrine, 

All wreathed with fairy fruits and (lowers, 
And all the flowers were mine. 

Ah. dream too bright to last! 

Ah, starry Hope ! that didst arise 
But to be overcast! 

A voice from out the FutuTc cries, 

“ On ! on! ”—but o’er the Past 
(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering lies 
Mute, motionless, aghast! 

For, alas! alas! with me 
The light of Life is o’er! 

“ No more—lfo more—no more ”— 

(Such language holds the solemn sea 
To the sands upon the shore) 

Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree, 

Or the stricken eagle soar 1 

And all my days are trances, 
i And all my nightly dreams 
Are where thy dark eye glances, 

And where thy footstep gleams— 

Li what ethereal dances. 

By what eternal streams! 
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Alas 1 for that accarsed time 
They bore thee o’or the billow, 
From love to titled age and crime, 
And an unholy pillow 1 — 

Fiom mo, and fiom our misty clime, 
Where weeps the silver willow 1 

1835 


THE COLISEUM. 

Type of tho antique Rome 1 Rich reliquary 
Of lofty contemplation left to Time 
By buried centuries of pomp and power * 

At length—at length—after so many days 
Of weaiy pilgi imago and burning thiist, 

(Thirst for the springs of lore that m thee lie,) 

I kneel, an altered and an humble man, 

Amid thy shadows, and so drink within 
My very soul thy grandeur, gloom, and glory 1 

fc 

Vastness' and Age 1 and Memories of Eld 1 
Silence! and Desolation 1 and dim Night I 
I feel ye now—I feel ye in your strength— 

0 spells more sure than e’er Judaean king t 
Taught m tho gaidens of Gethsemane 1 
0 charms more potent than the ragt Chaldee 
Ever drew down from out the quiet stars l 

Here, where a hero fell, a column falls I 
Here, where the mimic eagle glared in gold, 
midnight vigil holds tho swarthy bat! 

Here, where the dames of Rome tbeir gilded hair 
Waved to the wind, now wave the reed and thistjp^ 
Here, where on golden throne the monarch lolled. 
Glides, spectre-like, unto his marble home, 

Lit b f the wan light of the horned moon, 

Th#swift and silent lizard of the stones} 



Staff BAtm'EO PALACE, 

3j&4 dfcajr! these walls—these ivy-clad arcades— 

mouldering plinths—these sad and blackenod shafts 
These vague entablatures—this crumbling frieze— 

These shattered cornices—this wreck—this ruin— 
These*Stonea—alas! these grey stones—are thoy all— 

All of the famed, and the colossal left 
By the corrosive Hours to Fate and mol 

“ Hot all ”—the Echoes ans»w er mo—“ not all 1 
“ Prophetic sounds and loud, arise for ever 
M From us, and from all Ruin, unto the wise, 

“ As melody from Memuon to the Sun. 

“Wo rule the heaits of mightiest men—we rule 
“With a despotic sway all giant minds. 

“ We are not impotent—we pallid stones. 

“Not all our power is gone—not all our fame— 

“ Not all the magic of our high renown— 

“Hot all the wonder that encircles us— 
u Hot all the mysteries that in us lie— 

“Hot all the memories that hang upon 
“And cling around about us as a garment, 

“ Clothing us in a robe of more than glory.” 

1883. 


THE HAUNTED PALACE. . 

• 

In the greenest of pur valleys 
By good angels tenanted, 

Once a fair and stately palace— 
Radiant palace—reared its head. 

In the monarch Thought’s dominion 
It stood there I 

Never seraph spread a pinion 
bver fabric half so fair I 

Banners yellow, glorious, golden, 

On its foof did float and flow, 
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(This—all tliis—was in the olden 
Time long ago), 

And every gentle air‘that dallied, 

In that sweet day, 

Along the ramparts plnmed and pallid, 

A winged odour went away. 

Wanderers in that happy valley, 

Through two luminous windows, saw 
Spirits moving musically, * 

To a lute’s well-tuned law, 

Hound about a throne where, sitting 
(Porphyrogene!) 

In state his glory well befitting, 

The ruler of the realm was seen. 

And all with peail and ruby glowing 
Was the fair palace door, 

Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing, 
And sparkling evermore, 

A troop of Efchoes, whose sweet duty 
Was but to sing, 

In voices of surpassing beauty, 

The wit and wisdom of their king. 

But evil things, in robes of sorrow, 

Assailed the monarch’s high estate. 

(Ah, lot us mourn!—for never morrow 
Shall dawn upon him desolate I) 

And round about his home the glory 
That blushed and bloomed, 

Is but a dim-remembered story 
Of the old time entombed. 

And travellers, now, within that valley, 
Through the red-iitten windows see 
Vast forms, that move fantastically 
_ To a discordant melody. 
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While, like a ghastly rapid river, 
Through the^ale door 
A hideous throng rush out for ever 
And laugh—but smile no more. 

1838. 


THE CONQUEROR WORM. 

Lo i 'tis a gala night 

Within the lonesome latter years 1 
An angel throng, bewmged, bedight 
In veils, and drowned m tears, 

Sit in a theatre, to see 
A play of hopes and fears, 

While the orchestra breathes fitfully 
The music of the spheres 


Mimes, m the form of Go(f on high, 
Mutter and mumble low, 

And hither and thither fly— 

Mere puppets they, who come and go 
At bidding of vast formless things 
That shift the scenery to and fro, 
Flapping fit>m out their Condor wings 
Invisible Wo i 

That motley drama—oh, be sure 
It shall not be forgot 1 
With its Phantom chased for evermore, 
By a crowd that seize it not, 

Through a circle that ever retumeth in 
To the self-same spot, t 

And much of Madness, and more of Sin, 
And Horror the soul of the plot 


89 
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But see, amid the mimic rout 
A crawling shape intrude! 

A blood-red thing that writhes fiom out 
The scenic solitude • 

It writhes 1 —it wnthes 1 —with mortal pangs 
The mimes become its food, 

And the angels sob at veimin fangs 
In human gore imbued. 

Out—out are the lights—out all! 

And, over each quivering form, 

The cui tam, a funcial pall, 

Comes down w ith the rush of a storm, 
And the angels, all pallid and wan, 

Uprising, unveiling, affiim 
That the play is tlio tiagedy, “Man,” 

And its heio the Conqueror Worm. 

lm 


* SILENCE. 

m 

There are some qualities—some incoiporate things. 
That have a double life, which thus is made 
A type of that twin entity w hich springs * 

From matter and light, e\ inced in solid and shade. 
Theie is a two fold bihnee— sea and shore— 

Body and soul. One dwells in lonely places, 
Newly with grass o’ergrown; some solemn graces, 
Some human memories and tearful lore, 

Bernier him terroiless • his name's “ No More.” 

He is the corporate Silence: dread him not! 

No pow er hath he of evil in himself; 

But should some uigent fate (untimely lot I) 

Bring thee to meet his shadow (nameless elf, 

That liatmteth the lone regions wlieie hath trod 
No fogt of man), commend thyself to God 1 
18491 
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DREAMLAND. 

A 

By a route obscure and lonely, 

Haunted by ill angels only, 

Where an Eidolon, named Night, 

On a black throne reigns upright, 

I have reached these lands but newly 
From an ultimate dim Tliule— 

From a wild weird clime that lieth, sublime, 
Out of Space —out of Time. 

Bottomless vales and boundless floods, 
And chasms, and caves, and Titan woods. 
With forms that no man can discover 
For the dews that drip all over; 
Mountains toppling evermore 
Into seas without a shore; 

Seas that restlessly aspire, 

Surging, unto skies of Are;« 

Lakes that endlessly outspread 
Their lone waters—lone and dead, 

Thoir still waters—still and chilly 
With the snows of the lolling lily. 

By the lakes that thus outspread 
Their lone waters, lone and dead,— 

Their sad waters, sad and chilly 
With the snows of the lolling lily,— 

By the mountains—near the river 
Murmuring lowly, murmuring ever,— 

By the grey woods,—by the swamp 
Where the toad and the newt encamp,— 
By the dismal tarns and pools 
Where dwell the Ghouls,— 

By each spot the most unholy— 
tin each nook most melancholy,— 
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There the traveller meets aghast 
Sheeted Memories of tire Past— 
Shrouded forms that start and sigh 
As they pas*» the wanderer by— 
White-robod forms of friends long given, 
In agony, to the Earth—and Heaven. 

For the heart whose woes are legion 
’Tis a peaceful, soothing region— 

For the spirit that walks in shadow 
^Tis—oh, ’tis an Eldorado ! 

But the traveller, travelling through it, 
May not—dare not openly view it; 
Never its mysteries are exposed 
To the weak human eye unclosed ; 

So wills its King, who hath forbid 
The uplifting of the fringed lid ; 

And thus the sad Soul that here passes 
Beholds it but through darkened glasses. 

By a route obsture and lonely, 

Haunted by ill angels only, 

Where an Eidolon, named Night, 

On a black throne reigns upright, 

I have wandered home but newly 
From this ultimate dim Thule. 

1844 . « 


TO ZANTE. 

Fair isle, that from the fairest of all flowers, 

* Thy gentlest of all gentle names dost take 1 
How many memories of what radian* hours 
At sight of thee and thine at once awake! 

How many scenes of what departed bliss! 

How many thoughts of what entombed hopes) 
How many visions of a maiden that is 

Ntf more—no more upon thy verdant slopes 1 f 
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mare/ alas, that magical sad sound 
Transforming all! Thy charms shall please no mm — 
Thy memory no more ! Accursed ground 
Henceforward I hold thy flower-enamelled shore, 

0 hyacinthine isle ! O purple Zanto ] 

“ Isola d’oro! Fior di Lcvanto 1 " 

1887. 


HYMN. 

At morn—at noon—at twilight dim— 
Maria! thou hast heard my hymn! 

In joy and wo—in good and ill— 
Mother of God, be with me still! 

When the Hours flew brightly by, 

And not a cloud obscured the sky, 

My soul, lest it should truant be, 

Thy grace did guide to thine and thee; 
Now, when storms of Fate o’ercast 
Darkly my Present and my Past, 

Let my Future radiant shine 
With sweet hopes of thee and thine 1 
4835 . 


NOTES. 


20. “Lenore" was published, very nearly in ri 

Pioneer for 1842, but under the title of “The ... r _ 

in the Poems of Youth —the germ of it appeared in 1831. 

21. “To One in Paradise ” was included originally in “ The Visionary ” 
tale now known as “The Assignation”), in July 1835, and appeared os 

a separate poem entitled “To Ianthe in Heaven,” in Burton’s Gentleman's 
Maggpitif, for July 1889. The fifth stanza is now added, for the first 
thno, to the piece. 

22. “The Coliseum” appeared in the Baltimore Saturday Visiter (de) 
hi 1833, and was republished in the Southern Literary Jtfessenger for 
August 1835, as “A Prize Poem.” 

J&9. “Ibe Haunted Palace,’ originally issued in th£ Baltimore 
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American Museum for Apnl 1838, was'subsequently embodied in that 
much admired tale, “The Fall of the House of Usher,” and published in 
it in Burton’s Gentleman's Magazine foi September 1889. It reappeared 
in that hb n separate pocin m the 1845 edition of Poe’s Poems. • 

24. “Tho Conquuoi Worm,” then contained in Poe's favourite tale of 
“Ligeia,” was first published m tho American Museum for September 
1888. As a separate poem, it icappearcd in Graham's Magazine for 
Januniy 1843. 

25. The sonnet, “ Silence,” was onginally published in Burton'S 
Gentleman'8 Magazine for Apnl 1840 

26. The first known publication of “Dieamland” was in Graham's 
Magazine for June 1844. 

27. The “Sonnet to Zante " is not discoverable earlier than January 
1887, when it appeared m the Southern Literary Messenger. 

28. The initiul veision of the “Catholic Hymn” was contained in the 
story of “Morelia,” and published in tlic Southern Library Messenger 
for Apnl 1835. Tho lines as they now stand, and with their present 
title, were fust published in the Bi oadway Journal for August 1845. 


SCENES FROM “POLITIAN.” 

AN UNPUBLISHED DRAMA. 

I. 

ROME. — A Hall m a Palace. Alexandra and Castiglione. 

AUssandra. Thou art sad, Castigliono. 

CasHglione. Sa<l!—not I. 

Oh, I’m the happiest, happiest man in Borne ! 

A few days more, thou knowest, my Alossandra, 

Will make thee mine. Oil, I am very happy 1 

A less. Methinks thou hast a singular way of showing 
Thy happiness—what ails thee, cousm of mino 1 
Why didst thou sigh so deeply ? 

Cos, Did I sigh? 

I was not conscious of it. It is a fashion, 

A silly—a most silly fashion I have 

When I am very happy. Did I sigh 1 (sighing.) 

Aim, Thou didst* Thou art not well. Thou hast 
indulged 

Too much of late, and I am vexed to see it. 

Late hours and wine, Castigliono,—these 
Will ruin thee! thou art already altered— 

Thy looks are haggard—nothing so wears away 
The constitution as late hours and wine. 

€gs. (musing). Nothing, fair cousin, nothing—not even 
deep sorrow— 

Wears it away like evil hours and wine. 

I wiU^ntnd. 

Aim, Do it 1 I would have thee drop 
Thy jdotous company, too—fellows low born 
<01 Suit the; like of old Di Broglio’s heir 
m^Alessaudra's husband. 
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Gas. I will drop them. 

A less. Thou wilt—thou miuft. Attend thou also more 
To thy dress and equipage —they are over plain 
For thy lofty zank and fashion—much depends 
Upon appearances. 

Cas. I’ll see to it. 

AI ess. Then see to it !— pay moic attention, sir, 

To a becoming carriage—much thou wan test 
In dignity. 

Cas Much, much, oh, much 1 want 
In propor dignity. 

A less, (hanahtdy). Thou meekest me, sir 1 
Cas. (abstractedly). Sweet, gentle Lalage! 

A less. Heard T aright l 
I speak to him—he speaks of Lalage 1 

Sir Count! (places her hand on hi# shoulder) what art thou 
dreaming ? He’s not well! 

What ails thee, sir 1 

Cas. (starting). Cousin ! fair cousin I—madam ! 

I crave thy pardon—indeed I am not well— 

Your hand from off my shoulder, if you please. 

This air is most oppressive!—Madam—the Duke ! 

* 

Enter l)i Broglio. 

Di Brogha. My son, I’ve news for thee !—hey % —what’s 
the matter ? (obsei tying Atessaiglra). 

I* the pouts ? Kiss her, Castiglione! kiss her. 

You dog * and make it up, I say, this minute! 

I've news for you both. Folitian is expected 
Hourly in Home—Politian, Earl of Leicester! 

We’ll have him at the wedding. ’Tis his first visit 
To the imperial city. 

A less. What! Politian 
Of Britain, Earl of Leicester ? 

2H Brag. The same, my lovo. 

We'll haye him at the wedding. A man quite young 
In years, bi*t grey in lame. I ha\e not seen him, ' 
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i . * * 

i 

But Humour speaks of him as of a prodigy 
Pre-eminent in arts, and arms* and wealth. 

And high descent. We’ll have him at the wedding. 

A less. I have heard much of this Politian. 

Gay, volafcilo and giddy—is he not, 

And little given to thinking ? 

Di llrog. Faivfrom it, love. 

No branch, they say, of all philosophy 
So deep abstruse he has not mastered it. 

Learned as few are learned. 

Aim. ’Tis very strange ! 

1 have known men have seen Politian 
And sought his company. They speak of him 
As of one who entered madly into life, 

Drinking the cup of pleasure to the dregs. 

Cos. Ridiculous 1 Now I have seen Politian 
And know him well—nor learned nor mirthful he. 

He is a dreamer, and a man shut out 
From common passions. 

Di Brog. Children, we disagree. 

Let us go forth and taste the fragrant air 

Of the garden. Did I dream, or did I hear 

Politian was a melancholy man 1 (Exeunt.) 

II. 

ROME.—A Lady’s Apartmgnt, with a window opon and looking into a 
^ garden. Lai.age, in deep mourning, reading at a table on which lie 
- some books and a hand-mirror. In the background Jacihta (a 
servant maid) leans carelessly upon a chair. 

JUdage. Jacinta! is it thou ? 

Jacinta (pertly). Yes, ma’am, I'm here. 

Dai. I did not know, Jacinta, you were in waiting. 

Sit d<u^nJ—let not my presence trouble you— 

Sifc down !—for I am humble, most humble. 

Jac. (aside). ’Tis time. 

(Jadnta seats herself in a side-long manner upon the 
• fkair t resting her elbows upon the ladaatf regarding 
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her mistress with a contemptuous took Lalage continue 
to read.) «, 

Lai. ** It in another climate', so he said, 

11 Bore a bright golden flower, but not 1 * this soil! ” 

(pauses—turns over some leaves, and resumes.) t 
“No lingeiing winters there, nor snow, nor shower- 
“ But Ocean ever to refresh mankind 
tl Breathes tlie shrill spirit of the western wind.” 

Oh, beautiful 1 —most beautiful I—how like 
To what my fevered soul doth dream of Heaven! 

O happy land ! ( pauses ) She died !—the maiden died! 

O still more happy maiden who couldst die ! 

Jacinta I 

(Jactnfa ? etui ns no an^wei, ami Lalage presently resumes.) 
Again ’—a sinnlai tale 
Told of a beauteous dame beyond the sea! 

Thus ‘♦peaketh one Ferdinand in the words of the play— 

“ She died full young ”—ono Bossola answers him— 

“ I think not so—her infelicity 

ft Seemed to have years ^oo many ”—Ah, luckless lady 1 
Jacinta! (still no ansuei). 

Here’s a far sterner story— 

But like—oh, very like in its despair— 

Of that Egyptian queen, winning so easily 
A thousand hearts—losing at length her own. 

She died. Thus endetli the history—and her maids 
Lean over her and weep—two gentle maids 
With gentle names—Eiros and Charmion! 

Rainbow and Dove!—Jacinta! 

Jpc. (pettishly). Madam, what is it f 
Lai. Wilt tliou, my good Jacinta, be so kind 
As go down in the library and bring me 
The Holy Evangelists 1 

Jac. Pshaw 1 (Exit) 

Lai. If there be balm 

For the wounded spirit in Gilead, it is there 1 
Dew in t^e night time of my bitter trouble 
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W® there be found—“dew sweeter far than that 
Which hangs like chains of nearl on Hermon hill.” 

’ (reenter Jacinta t and iboics a volume on the tulle.) 

There, ma'am, ’s the hook. Indeed she is very trouble* 
some, (aside.) 

Ldl. '(astonished). What didst thou say, Jacinta ? 

Have I done aught * 

To grieve thee or to vex thee ?—I am sony. 

For thou hast served me long and over 1 h on 
Trustworthy and respectful, (usunu* ho uadwg.) 

Jac, I can’t believo 


She has any more jewels—no—no—she gave mo all. (aside) 
Led. What didst thou say, Jacinta? Now I bethink me 
Thou hast not spoken lately of thy wedding. 

How faros good Ugo 1—and when is it to ho ? 

Can I do aught?—is thcie no fuithor aid 
Thou needest, Jacinta? 

Jac. Is theio no frnthci aid 1 

That’s meant for mo. (aside ) I’m suro, madam, you need not 
Be always throwing those jewels m my teeth. 

Lai. Jewels 1 Jacinta, —now indeed, Jacinta, 

I thought not of the jewels 
Jac. Oh, perhaps not! 

But then I might havo sworn it. After all, 

There's tTgo says tho ring is only paste, 

For he’s sure the Count Castiglione never 
Would have given a rtal diamond to surli os you; 

^Uid at the best I’m certain, madam, you cannot 
Hfcve use for jewels now. But I might have sworn it. (Exit.) 
(Lalage bursts into teais and leans her head upon the 


table—after a short pause raists it) 

Lab Poor Lalage 1—and is it come to this ? 

? servant maid I—but courage!—’tis but a viper 
!6f& thou hast cherished to sting thee to the soul! 


t * (taking up the n 

t |6l I hem at least's a friend—too much a friend 
* JhjOarfier days—a friend will not deceive thee. * 
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Fair mirror and true! now tell me (for thou canftt) 

A tale—a protty tale—and heed { thou not 
Though it be rife with woe. It answers me. 

It speak6 of sunken eyes, and wasted cheeks, 

And Beauty long deceased—remembers me, 

Of Joy departed—Hope, the Seraph Hope, 

Inum6d and entombed !—now, in a tone 
Low, sad, and solemn, but most audible, 

Whispers of early grave untimely yawning 

For ruined maid. Fair mirror and true !—thou liest not! 

Thou hast no end to gain—no heart to break— 

Castiglione lied who said he loved- 

Thou true—lie false I—false !—false! 

(While she speak#, a monk enters her apartment and 
approaches unobserved.) 

Monk. Refuge thou hast, 

Sweet daughter! in Heaven. Think of eternal things ! 

Give up thy soul to penitence, and pray ! 

Lai. (arising hurriedly), I cannot pray!—My soul is at 
war with God ! f 

The frightful sounds of merriment below 
Disturb my senses—go! I cannot pray— 

The sweet airs from the garden worry me ! 

Thy presence grieves me—go!—thy priestly raiment * 

Fills me with dread—thy ebony crucifix 
With horror and awe ! 

Monk. Think of thy precious soul! ‘ 

Lai. Think of my early days!—think of my father 
And mother in Heaven! think of our quiet home, 

And tjie rivulet that ran before the door 1 
Think of my little sisters!—think of them ! 

And think of me!—think of my trusting love 
And confidence—his vows—my ruin—think—think 

Of my unspeakable misery!-begone! 

Yet stay 1 yet stay!—what was it thou saidst of prayer 
And pdhitence ? Didst thou not speak of faith 
And vow^bofore the throne 1 
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Monk. I did. 

Lai. ’Tis well. 

There is a vow ’twore fitting should be made— 

A sacred vow, imperative and urgent, 

A solemn vow! 

Monk Daughter, this zeal is well' 

Lai. Father, this zeal is anything but wellI 
Hast thou a crucifix fit for this thing ? 

A crucifix whereon to register 

This sacred vow? (he hands her his own.) 

Not that—Oh! no '—no !—no! (sliuddci tug) 

Not that! Not that!—I tell thee, holy man, 

Thy raiments and thy ebony cross affright me ! 

Stand back ! I have a crucifix myself,— 

I have a crucifix ] Methinks ’twere fitting 
The deed—the vow—the symbol of the dood - 
And the deed’s register should tally, father 1 

(draws a cross-handled daggci and raises it art high.) 
Behold the cross wherewith a vow like mine 
Is written in Heaven! 

Monk. Thy words are madness, daughter, 

And speak a purpose unholy—thy lips are livid— 

Thine eyes are wild—tempt not the wrath divine! 

Pause ere too late!—oh, be not—be not rash ! 

Swear not the oath—oh, swear it not! 

Led. ’Tis sworn! 

a 


III. 

An Apartment in a Palace. Pot<i tian and Baldazzar. 

Baldazzar. Arouse thee now, Politian ! 

Thou must not—nay indeed, indeed, thou shalt not 
Giveaway unto these humours. Be thyself 1 
Shake off the idle fancies that beset thee, 

And live, for now thou diest 1 
Politian. Not so, Baldazzar 1 
I live. 



92 


SOMES FROM “POZIPUN.” 


Bah Politian, it doth grieve me 
To aeo thee thus 1 

Pol. Baldazzar, it doth grievo me 
To give thee cause for gncf, my honoured friend. 

Command me, sir! what wouldst thou have me do f r 
At thy behest I will shake off that nature 
Which from my forefathers I did inhorit, 

Which with my mother’s milk I did imbibe, 

And be no more Politian, but some other. 

Command me, sir! 

Bah To the field then—to the field— 

To the senate or the field. 

Pol. Alas 1 alas! 

There is an imp would follow me even tlieie I 
There is an imp hath followed me even there 1 

There is-what voice was that 1 

Bah I heard it not. 

I heard not any voice except thine own, 

And the echo of thine own. 

Pol. Then I but dreamed. 

Bah Give not thy soul to dreams: the camp—the court 
Befit thee—Fame awaits thee—Glory calls— 

And her the trumpet-tongued thou wilt not hear 
In hearkening to imaginary sounds 
And phantom voices. 

Pol. It ts a phantom voice! 

Didst thon not hear it then J 
Bah I heard it not. 

Pol. Thou heardst it not!-Baldazzar, speak no more 

To mp, Politian, of thy camps and courts. 

Oh 1 1 am sick, sick, sick, even unto death, 

Of the hollow and high-sounding vanities 
Of the populous Earth I Bear with me yet awhile t 
have been boys together—school-fellows— 

And now are friends—yet shall not be so long- 
For in thg Eternal City thou shalt do me 
A kind and c gentle office, and a Power— 
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A Power august, benignant, and supreme— 

Shall then absolve thee of ^further duties, 
tjpto thy frihnd. 

Sal. Thou speakest a fearful riddle 
I triff not understand. 

Pol. Yet now as Fate 

Approaches, and the Hours are breathing low, 

The sands of Time are changed to golden grains, 

And dazzle me, Baldazzar. Alas 1 alas ! 

I cannot die, having ^ ithin my heait 
So keen a relish for the beautiful 
As hath been kindled within it. Methinks the air 
Is balmier now than it was wont to be— 

Rich melodies are floating in the winds— 

A rarer loveliness bedecks the earth— 

And with a holier lustie the quiet moon 
Sitteth in Heaven.—Iiisfc ! hist! thou canst not say 
Thou hearest not note, Baldazzar 1 
Sal. Indeed I hear not. 

Pol. Not hear it!—listen noav—listen!—the faintest 
sound 

And yet the sweetest that car ever heard 1 
A lady’s voice I—and sorrow in the tone 1 
Baldazzar, it oppresses me like a spell! 

Again 1—again!—how solemnly it falls 
'Into my heart of hearts 1 that eloquent voice 
T ' Surely I never heard—yet it were well 
Had I but heard it with its thrilling tones 
In earlier days! 

’ SdL I myself hear it now. 

Be still!—the voice, if I mistake not greatly, 

Proceeds from yonder lattice—which you may see 
Yeryt plainly through the window—it belongs, • 

Does it nob! unto this palace of the Duke, 
singer is undoubtedly beneath 
t Tht reef of his Excellency—and perhaps 
) Aleesandta of whom he spoke 
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As the betrothed of Castiglione, 

His son and heir. 

Pol, Be still!—it comes again! 

Voice (vet y faintly). ** And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus, 

That have loved thee so long, 

In wealth and woe among 1 
And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus 1 

Say nay ! say nay! ” 1 

Pal. The song is English, and I oft have heard it 
In morry England—never so plaintively— 

Ilist! hist J it comes again ! 

Voice (mote loudly). “Is it so strong 
As for to leave me thus, 

That have loved thee so long, 

In wealth and woe among 1 
And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus ? 

c Say nay! say nay I M 

Pal. *Tis hushed and all is still! 

Pol. All is not still. 

Pal. Let us go down. 

Pol. Go down, Baldazzar, go! 0 

Pal. The hour is growing late—the l)uke awaits 
Thy presence is expected in the hall 
Below. What ails thee, Earl Politian ? * 

Voice (distinctly). “ Who have loved thee so long, 
In wealth and woo pmong, 

And is thy heart so strong ? 

Say nay 1 say nay! ” 

Pal. Let us descend!—’tis time. Politian, give 
These fancies to the wind. Remember, pray, 

Your bearing lately savoured much of rudeness 
Unto the Duke. Arouse thee 1 and remember! 


1 By Sir Thomas ’Wyatt.— Ed. 
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Pol. Remember 1 I <lo. Lead on! I do remember 

• (w)- 

Let ns descend. Believe me 1 would give, 

Freely would give the broad lands of my earldom 
To look jipon the face hidden by yon lattice— 

“ To gaze upon that veiled face, and hear 
* Once more that silent tongue.” 

Bal. I«et me beg you, sir, 

Descend with me—the Duke may be offended. 

Let us go down, I pray you. 

Voice (loudly). Say nay !—say nay/ 

Pol. (aside). 'Tis strange '—’tis very strange—mcthouglit 
the voice 

Chimed in with my dcsiros and bade me stay! 

(Jpproachmg the window .) 

Sweet voice ! I heed thee, and will surely stay. 

Now be this Fancy, by Heaven, or be it Fate, 

Still will I not descend. Baldazzar, make 
Apology unto the Duke for me; 

I go not down to-night. 

Bal. Your lordship’s pleasure 
Shall be attended to. Good-night, Politian. 

Pol. Good-night, my friend, good-night. 

1Y. 

The Gardens of a P&lficc—Moonlight. Laiage and rouriAN. 

Lalage. And dost thou speak of love 
To me, Politian ?—dost thou speak of love 
To Lalage ?—ah woe—ah woe is me! 

This mockery is most cruel—most cruel indeed 1 

Politian. Weep not! oh, sob not thus !—thy bitter tears 
Will tyadden me. Oh, mourn not, Lalage— 

1 Bo comforted! I know—I know it all, 

Ahd still X speak of love. Look at me, brightest, 

And beautiful Lalage!—turn here thine eyes 1 
Tfafftx askest me if I could speak of love, 

* f 
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Knowing what I know, and seeing what I have seen* 
Thou askest me that—and thus.l answer thee— 

Thus on my bended knee I answer thee. (Jcneefing.) 

Sweet Lalagc, 7 love thee—love thee—loie thee ; 

Thro’ good and ill—thro’ weal and woe, I love thee . ' 

Not mother, with her first-born on her knee, 

Thrills with intenser love than I for thee. 

Not on God’s altar, m any time or clime, 

Burned there a holier fire than burnetii now 

Within my spirit-for thee. And do 1 love ? (ai mng.) 

Even for thy woes I love thee—even for thy woes— 

Thy beauty and thy woes. 

Lai. Alas, proud Eail, 

Thou dost forgot thjsalf, rememheiing me f 
How, m thy fathci’s halls, among the maidens 
Pure and reproachless of thy princely line, 

Could the dishonouied Lalage abide ? 

Thy wife, and with a tainted memory— 

My seared and blighted name, how would it tally 
With the ancestral hondUrs of thy house, 

And with thy glory ? 

rot. Speak not to me of glory ’ 

I hate—I loathe the name \ I do abhor 
The unsatisfactory and ideal thing. 

Art thou not Lnlago, and I Politun ? 
l)o I not love—art thou not beautiful—* 

* What need we more 1 Ha! glory I now speak not of it i 
By all I hold most sacied and most solemn— 

By all my wishes now—my fears hereafter— 

By all f scorn on earth and hope in heaven— 

There is no deed I would more glory in, 

Than in thy cause to scoff at this same glory 
And trample it under foot. What matters it— 

What matters it, my fairest, and my best, 

That we go down unhonoured and forgotten 
Into the dust—so we descend together? 

Descend together—and then—and then perchanc 
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XoJ. Why dost thou pause, Folitian 1 
Pot, And then perchance » 

Arm together, Lalage, and roam 

*JJhe starry and quiet dwellings of the blest, 

Afld still— 

Lal. Why dost thou pause, Politian 1 
■ Pol, And still together — together, 
hoi. Now, Eail of Leicester! 

Thou lovest me, and in my heart of hearts 
I feel thou lovest me truly. 

Pdt, O Lalage ! (tinowing himself upon his knee,) 

And lovest thou me l 

Lai. Hist 1 hush 1 within the gloom 
Of yonder trees me thought a figuro passed— 

A spectral figure, solemn, and slow, and noiseless— 

Like the glim shadow Conscience, solemn ami noiseless. 

(nalhs across and returns. ] 
I was mistaken—’twas but a giant bough 
Stirred by the autumn wind. Politian * 

Pol. My Lalage— my love ! why aft thou moved ? 

Why dost thou turn so pale 1 Not Conscience’ self, 

Far less a shadow which thou likcnest to it, 

Should shake the firm spirit thus. But the night wind 
Is chiily-^and these melancholy boughs 
Throw over all things a gloom. 

Zed. Politian 1 

TttoU speakest to me of*love. Knowest thou the land 
With which all tongues are busy—a land new found— 
Miraculously found by one of Genoa— 

A thousand leagues within the golden west ? 

A May land of flowers, and fruit, and sunshine,— 

4-ndeiysfca1 lakes, and over-arching forests, 

AM mountains, around whose towering summits the winds 
j©$! Heaven untrammelled flow—which air to breathe 
now, and will be Freedom hereafter 
If*days tbafc*hre to cornel 

Pet #b, wilt thou—wilt thou 


♦ T jf>.i 
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Fly to that Paradise— my Lai age, wilt thou 

Fly thither with me 1 There C' are shall be forgotten, 

And Sorrow shall be no more,' and Eros be all. 

And life shall then bo mine, for I will live 
For thee, and in thino eyes—and thou shalt be 
No Ynoro a mourner—but the radiant Joys 
Shall wait upon thee, and the angel Hopo 
Attend thee ever; and 1 will kneel to thee 
And worship thee, and call thee my beloved. 

My own, niy beautiful, my love, my wile, 

My all;—oh, wilt thou—wilt thou, Lalage, 

Fly thither with me ? 

Lai. A dcod is to be done— 

Oastiglionc lives ! 

Pol And he shall die! (Exit.) 

Lai . (after a 2 >ause). And—he—shall—die ’— 
Uastigliono die t Who spoke the words '( 

Where am I ?—what was it he said ?—Politmn ! 

Thou art not gone—thou art not gone, Politian 1 
1 feel thou art not gonp—yet dare not look, 

Lest I behold thee not—thou couldd not go 
With those words upon thy lips—-oh. speak to me ! 

And let me hear thy voice—one woid—one word. 

To say thou art not gone,—one little sentence, . 

To say liow thou dost 6corn—how thou dost hate 
My womanly weakness. Ha ! ha! thou ait not gone— 

Oh, speak to me! I knew thou wouldst not go! 

I knew thou wouldst not, couldst not, durst not go. 

Villain, thou art not gone—thou mockest me ! 

And* thus I clutch thee—time 1-He is gone, he is gone— 

Gone—gone. Where am I ?-’tis well—’tis very well 1 

So that the blade he keen—the blow be sure, 

'Tis well, 'tis very well—alas 1 alas J 

V. 

Tlie Suburbs. PotiTiAN alone. * 

Pohfian, This weakness grows upon me. I am 
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And much X fear me ill—it will not do 
To die care I have lived !—Stay-stay thy hand, 

0 Asrael, yet awhile!—Prince of tho Powers 
Of Darkness and tho Tomb, oh, pity mo! 

Oh, pity me! let me not perish now. 

In the budding of my Paradise! Hope! 

Oive me to live yet—yet a little while : 

Tis I who pray for life—I who so late 
Demanded hut to die r —What sayeth the Count * 

Ent< r Baldazzcn . 

Baldazzar. That, knowing no cause of quarrel or of feud 
Between the Earl Politian and him&elf, 

Ho doth decline your cartol. 

Pol, FVhat didst thou say t 
What answer was it you brought me, good lialdazzai ? 

With what excessive fragrance the zephyr comes 
Laden from yonder bowers!—a fairer day, 

Or one more worthy Italy, methinks 

Ho mortal eyes have seen!— what said tjje Count ? 

Bed, That he, Castiglione, not being aware 
Of any feud existing, or any cause 
Of quarrel between your lordship and himself, 

Cannot accept the challenge. 

Pol, It is most true— 

All this is very true. When saw you, sir, 

When saw you now, Bafihtzzar, in tho frigid 
Ungenial Britain which we left so lately, 

A heaven so calm as this—so utterly free 
From the evil taint of clouds ?—and ho did my ? 

Bah Ho more, my lord, than I have told you: 

The Count Castiglione will not fight, 

Staving cause for quarrel. 

JPof. How this is true— 

AH very true. Thou art my friend, Baldazzar, 

And I have not forgotten it—thouTt do me 
A pipes, service ; wilt thou go back and say 
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Unto this man, that I y the Earl of Leicester, 

Hold him a villain ?—thus much, I pr’ythee, say 
Unto the Count—it is exceeding just 
He Bhould liave cause for quarrel. 

BaJ. My lord t—my friend 1 - , 

Boh (aside). ’Tis he—ho conies himself! (aloud.) Thou 
ieasonest well. 

I know what thou would st say—not send the message— 

Well•—I will think of it—I will not send it. 

Now pr’ythee, leave me—hither doth come a person 
With whom affairs of a most pi ivate nature 
I would adjust. 

Bah I go—to-morrow we meet, 

Do w e not ?—at the Vatican. 

Pol. At the Vatican. (Exit Bat.) 

Enter Castighmc. 

Cas. The Earl of Leicester here! 

Pol. I am the Earl of Leicester, and thou seest, 

Dost thou not, that Lam heie ? 

Cas. My lord, some strange, 

Some singular mistake—misunderstanding— 

Hath without doubt ansen: thou hast been urged 
Thereby, in heat of anger, to address > 

Some words most unaccountable, in writing, 

To me, Castiglione j the bearer being 
Balda/zar, Duke of Surrey. I am aware 
Of nothing which might warrant thee in this things 
Having given thee no offence. Ha ’—am I right! 

T&as a mistake I—undoubtedly—wc all 
Do err at times. 

Pol. Draw, villain, and prate no more I 4 

Cas. Ha !—draw 1 —and villain f have at thee 
Proud Earl 1 (Draws.) 

Pol. (drawing.) Thus to the expiatory tomb, 

Untimely sepulchre, I do devote theo 
In the n?me of Lalage l 
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(JkMing faU Ms sword and lecoihng to (he exheimfy of 
(he stage.) 

Of Lal&ge f 

Bold off—-thy sacred hand 1 —avaunt, I say * 

Avaunt—I will not fight thee—indeed I dare not, 

Pei. Thou wilt not fight with mo didst say, bir Count 1 
Shall I be baffled thus ? —now tins is well, 

Didst say thou darest not ? Ha! 

Cos. I dare not—dare not— 

Hold off^thy hand—with that beloved namo 
So fresh upon thy lips I will not fight tliec— 

I cannot—dare not 

Pol. Now, by my halidom, 

I do believe thee T —row aid, I do belie\e tlice! 

Cos. 4 Ha *—cow aid *—this may not bo f 
* ( clutches his saoid and slay gas towaidi Pohtian , hut 

his purpose is changed before teaching him , and he 
falls upon his Inee at the feet of the Eat l) 

Alus I my lord, 

It is—it is—most tiue In such a cau^p 
I am the veneBt coward Oh, pity me! 

Pd. (greatly softened). Alas!—I do—indeed I pity tliec. 

Cos, And Lalage- 

Pol. Sjpoundiel f —arise and die/ 

Cos. It needeth not be—thus—thus—Oh, let me die 
Thus on my bended knee. It were most fitting * 

That in this deep hupulfation I perish 
For in the fight I will not raise a hand 
' Against thee, Earl of Leicester Strike thou home— 

([baring hts bosom.) 

Here in no let or hindrance to thy weapon— 

Sfcr!l& home. I mil not fight thee. 

T * Pkfp p Ifour 'a Death and Hell! 

Am £ pot—am I not sorely —grievously tempted 
take thee at thy word ? But mark me, sir: 

Thhw^not to fiy me thus. Do thou prepare 
For pobjie iftsult m the streets—before 
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The eyes of the citizens. FH follow thee— 

Like an avenging spirit I'll follow thee 

Even unto death. Before those whom thou lovest— 

Before all Borne I'll taunt thee, villain,— I’ll (aunt thee, 

Dost hear 1 with co wen dice —thou v Ut not fight me % 

Thou lieftt! thou ,s halt / (Exit,) 

Cat>. Now this ind< ed is just! 

Most righteous, and most just, a\i*iigmg lleavrn! 


N O T n 

20. Surli poi turns ol “ Poll tun ” as an known to the puhlie first taw the 
light of publicity in the Southern Literary .Viwi/f/tr Ini Decomber 1 835 
nml JtmiiQiy 183t>, being st\l<d Set ncs from Politian : nn unpublished 
drama." Those scenes were included, umtltcicd, in Ihe 38J5 collection of 
Poems by Poe. The laiger poition of the ougirml ill at t subsequently 
heeunio the pioperty of the piesmt editoi, but it is not nmsidoied just to 
the poet’s mumoiy to publish it. The work i>> a hasty and unrevised 
pioduction of its author’s eailni dajs of literaiy labour; and, beyond the 
scenes already known, .se.neely mlculated to enhance his reputation. As 
u sjiecimon, however, of flic pat Is unpublished, tho following fragment 
ftorn the first scene of Act II. may ho offered. Tho Duke, it shonld be 
premised, is undo to Alossamha. mid fatlici of Castigliunc her hetiothed. 

Dvkr. Why do you laugh * 

Ctutttyf tom . Indeed 

1 hardly know nrtstll. Stay 1 Was it not 
On yesterday wu were hj leaking of the Earl *» 

Of the Karl Politian ? Yis I it was yesterday, 

Aleasandra, you and I, \ou must lemeinbet t 
We were walking in tlio garden. 

Ditkt. Perfectly. 

1 do rofltember it —what of it—what then f 
(tan, O nothing—nothing at all. 

Duke, Nothing at all! 

It is most singular that you should laugh 
At nothing at all! 

Can. Most singular—singular! 

Dtikt. Look yon. Castiglione, be so kind 
As tell ny, sir, at once what ’tia you mean. 

What arc ygn talking of f 
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Cm* Was it not so f 
Wo differed in opinion touching him fc 
Duke. Him !— Whom f • 

Can. Why, sir, the Earl Politian. 

Duke. The Earl of Leieerter ! Yes !—is it lu» you mean ? 
We differed, Indeed. If I now recollect 
The words you used were that the Kail you knew 
Was neither learned nor mirthful. 

Cm. Ha ! ha!—now did I ? 

Duke. That did you, t«ir, and veil I knew'at the time 
You wero wrong, it being not the chanu'tci 
Of the Earl—whom nil tin* world allow* to bo 
A moat hilarious man. He not, in\ son, 

Too positive again. 

Can. *Ti« singular ! 

Most singular ! I could not think it possible 
So little time could ho much alter one ! 

To say the truth aliout an hour Ago, 

As I was walking with the Count San Ozzo, 

All arm in arm, we met this very man 
The Earl—he, with his friend Bnldaz/ar, 

Having just arrived m Rome. Ha ! ha ! ho in altered ! 

Such an account he gave nn* of his journey ’ 

'TwouUl have made you die with laughtt r such tales ho told 
Of his caprices and his merry freak*. 

Along the road—such oddity--»uch hnmom— 

Such wit—such whim—such flashes of wild merriment 
Bet off too in sueh lull relief by the grave 
Demeanour of his friend - who, t<> speak the truth, 

Was gravity itself— 

Duke. Did 1 not tell you ? 

Cm. You did—and yet Tis strange J but true i-. trange. 
How much 1 was nustak< n ! I al« jvn thought 
The Earl a gloomy man. 

Duke. So, so, you see I 
Be ftot too positive. Whom have we here ? 

It cannot he the Earl ? 

Cm. The Earl! Oh no ! 

. Tie hot the Earl—but yet it is—and leaning 
Upon his friend Baldazzar. Ah 1 welcome, sir! 

‘ (Enter Politian and Baldamir.) 

' My lord, a second welcome let me give you 
To Home—his Grace the Duke of Broglio. 

Fhthe&l this is the Earl Politian, Earl 
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Of Leicester la Groat Britain, f Political bows haughtily.] That* Itfr frtafej 
Baldn/zor, Buka of Snriey. Thu Karl lias letteis, 

So please you, for Your Grace. * * 

Duke. Ua! ha * Most wdi ome 
To Rome auil to oiu palace, Lai l I’olilian ! 

And you, most noble Duke ! I am glad to see you ! 

I know youi father will, my Lord Politian. 

Castighono 1 call youi cousin hither. 

Ami let mu make the noble Karl acquainted 
With your betrothed. You pome, ait, at a time 
Most seasonable. The wedding— 

Politian. Touching those letters, sir, 

Your son mudo mention of -your son, is lie not t — 

• Touching those lottos, sir, l wot not of tlum. 

If such there be, my friend llaldar/.u hero — 

Bahlazmr! ah ! liny fiiitid Jidda//at lure 
Will liaud them to Your Graic. I Mould utiic. 

Duke. Retire So soon l 
Caa. What ho 1 Benito 1 RnpoitJ 
His lordship’s ehamheis—show his lordship to them ' 

IliS lordship is unwell. {Ent> r Jiemlo ) 

Ikn. This May, my lotd ! {Exit, followtd by Politian.) 

Duke. Retire! UnMcll l 
Bat. So please you, %r. I ft at roe 
*Tis as you say—his lordship is unwell. 

The damp air of the evening—the fatigue 
Of a long lourney—the— indeed I had better 
Follow his lordship, lie must bo uiiMell. 

1 will return anon. 

Duke Return anon ! 

Now this is very strange ! Castighoue I 
This way, my son, I wish to speak uith theft. 

You surely were mistaken in what you said 
Of the Kail, mlithful, indeed 1—which of ns said 
Politian was a melaucholy man 1 ( Exeunt .) 
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i i Point, 1831. 


“Dear B- 


Believing only a portion of my former volume to be worthy a 
second edition—that small portion I thought it as well to 
include in the present book as to republish by itself. I have 
therefore herein combined * AT Aaraaf ’ and * Tamerlane’ with 
other poems hitherto unprinted. Nor have 1 hesitated to 
Insert from the ‘ Minor Poems,' now omittod, whole lines, and 
even passages, to the end that being placed in a fairer light, 
and the trash shaken from them in which they were imbedded, 
they may have some chance of being seen by posterity. 

“It ha*been said that a good critique on a poem may be 
written by one who is no poet himself. This according to 
your idea and mine of poetry, I feel to be false—the less 
poetical the critic, the less just the critique, and the converse. 

On this account, and because there are but lew B-8 in the 

World, 1 would be as much ashamed of the ootid’s good 
opinion as proud of your own. Another than > ourself might 
hare observe, * Shakespeare is m possession of the world's good 
opinion, and yet Shakespeaio is the greatest of j oets. It 
appears then that the world judge correctly, why should you 
oe'ashamed of their favourable judgment?* The difficulty 

, Bee in the interpretation of the word judgment’ or * opinion.’ 

' Tile Opinion is the world's, truly, but it may be called theirs 
aa II man would call a book his, having bought it; he did not 
write the book, but it is his; they did not originate the 
Opiqjcn, but it is theirs. A fool, for example, thinks Shake* 
4§1earn a great poet—yet the fool has never read §h‘akqspear&' 
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But the fool's neighbour, who is a step higher on the Andes of 
the mind, whose head (that is to say, his moro exalted thought) 
is too far above the fool to be seen or understood, but whose 
feet (by which I mean his every-day actions) are sufficiently 
near to he discerned, and by means of which that superiority 
is ascertained, which hut for them would never hav6 been dis¬ 
covered—this neighbour assorts that Shakespeare is a groat 
poet—the fool belioves him, and it is henceforward his opmi&n. 
This neighbour’s own opinion has, in like manner, been adopted 
from one above him, and so, ascendingly, to a few gifted 
individuals who kneel around tho summit, beholding, face to 
face, the master spirit who stands upon the pinnacle. 

“You are aware of the great barrier in the path of an 
American writer. He is read, if at all, in preference to the 
combined and established wit of tho world. 1 say established; 
for it is with literature as with law or empire—an established 
name is an estate in tenure, or a throne in possession. Besides, 
one might suppose that books, like thoir authors, improve by 
travel—their having crossed the sea is, with us, so great a 
distinction. Our antiquaries abandon time for distance; ouz 
very fops glance from the binding to the bottom of the title- 
page, where the mystic characters which spell London, Paris, 
or Genoa, are precisely so many letters of recommendation. 

“ I mentioned just now a vulgar error as regards criticism. 
1 think tho notion that no poet can form a correct estimate 
of his own writings is another. I remarked before that in 
proportion to tho poetical talent would bo the justice of a 
critique upon poetry. Therefore a bad poet would, I grant, 
make a false critique, and his self-love would infallibly bias his 
little judgment in his favour; but t» poet, who is indeed a 
poofc, could not, I think, fail of making a just critique; what¬ 
ever should be deducted on the score of self-love might be 
replaced on account of his intimate acquaintance with the 
subject; in short, we have more instances of false criticism 
than of just where one’s own writings are the test, simply 
because we have more bad poets than good. There ate, of 
course, many objections to what I say: Milton is a great 
examplo of the contrary ; but his opinion with respect to the 
* Paradise Regained * is by no means fairly ascertained. By 
what trivial circumstances men are often led to assert what 
they do not really believe ! Perhaps an inadvertent word bos 
descended to posterity. But, in fact, the 1 Paradise Regained r ' 
is little, i£ at all, inferior to tho * Paradise Lost,’ and u» only* 
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supposed «o to be because men do not like epics, whatever they 
may say to the contrary, and yeading those ol Milton in their 
natural order, are too much wearied with the first to derive 
pleasure from the second. 

“1 dare say Milton preferred ‘Cornua’ to either—if so— 

justly. * 

u As I am speaking of poetry, it will not be amiss to touch 
slightly upon the most singular heresy in its modern history— 
the heresy of what is called, very foolishly, tho Lake School. 
Some years ago 1 might have Wen induced, by on occasion 
like the present, to attempt a forma) refutation of their 
doctrine; at present it would be a work of supererogation, 
The wifle must bow to the wisdom of such men as Coleridge 
and Southey, bnt being wise, have laughed at poetical theories 
so prosaically exemplified. 

“Aristotle, with singular assurance, lias declared poetry the 
mostphilosophical of all writings* —but it required aWordsworth 
to pronounce it the most metaphysical. He seems to think 
that the end of poetry is, or should be, instruction; yet it is a 
truism that the end of our existence is happiness; if so, the 
end of eveiy separate part of our existence, everything eon* 
* nested with our existence, should bo still happiness. There¬ 
fore the end of instruction should be happiness; and happiness 
is another name for pleasure;—therefore the ond of instruction 
should be pleasure: yet we seo the above-mentioned opinion 
implies precisely the reverse. 

“ To proceed: ceteris paribus, ho who pleases is of more 
important to hie fellow-men than he who instructs, since utility 
is happiness, and pleasure is the end already obtained which 
instruction is merely the means of obtaining. 

^ *‘l see no reason, th&n, why our metaphysical poets should 
phune themselves so much on the utility of their works, unless 
indeed they refer to instruction with eternity in view ; in which 
ease, sincere respect for their piety would not allow me to 
caress my contempt for their judgment; contempt which it 
would be difficult to conceal, since their writings are professedly 
to be understood by the few, and it is the many who stand in 
D$4d of novation. In such case I should no doubt be tempted 
tetbink of the devil in ‘ Melmoth,' who labours indefatigably, 
through three octavo volumes, to accomplish the destruction of 
oneo? two souls, while any common devil would have demolished 
OHS or two thousand. 

f * # hftbharmr** m yt»n 
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“ Against the subtleties which Would make poetry a i 
—not a passion—it becomes the metaphysician to reason?*-* 
but the poet to protest. Yet Wordsworth and Coleridge 
men in years, the one imbued m contemplation from Kw 
childhood; tho other a giant in intellect and learning. The 
diffidence, then, with which I venture to dispute their authority 
would be overwhelming did 1 not feel, from the bottom 6f my 
hoart, that learning has little to do with the imagination-** 
intellect with the passions—or age with poetry. , 

11 ' Trifles, like straws, upon the surface flow ; « 

He v ,lie would soarch for i>earls must dive below,* 

are lines wliich have done much mischief. As regards the 
greater truths, men oftencr err by seeking them at the bottom 
than at the top; Truth lies in the huge abysses where wis* 
dom is sought—not in the palpable palaces where she is 
found. Tho ancients were not always light in hiding the 
goddess in a well; witness the light wliich Bacon hoe thrown 
upon philosophy; witness the principles of our divine faith— 
that moral mechanism by which the simplicity of a child may 
overbalance the wisdom of a man. 

“ We see an instance of Coleridge’s liability to err, in h$tf 
Biographia iAterarui —professedly his literary life and opinions, 
but, in fact, a treatise de omni scibili et quximdam aim. He 
goes wrong by teasoii of hi& very profundity, and of his error 
we have a natural type m the contemplation of a star, fie 
who regards it directly and intensely sees, it is true, the star* 
but it is the star without a lay—while he who surveys it leaf 
inquisitively is conscious of oil for which the star is useful tp 
us below—its brilliancy and its beauty. * 

“ As to Wordsworth, 1 have no faith in him. That he hod 
in youth the foelings of a poet I believe—tor there are glimpse 
of extreme delicacy in his writings—(and delicacy is the poet*# 
own kingdom— his El Dorado )—iut they have the appearance 
of a* better day recollected; and glimpses, at beat, are little 
evidence of present poetic fire; we know that a few straggling r 
flowers spring up daily in the crevices of the glacier. 

41 He was to blame in wearing away his youth in ^ 

plation with the end of poetizing in his manhood, mth the 
increase of his judgment the light which should 
agrarent has faded away. His judgment conseqne 
Jfittect v This may not be understood,—but im ® vn» 
jSr Cerm&nv would have understood it who Used to ddbik 
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ofnnportauce to their State twice, once when drank, 
L kft obce when sober—sober that they might not be deficient 
[{formality—drank lest they should be destitute of vigour. 
"iPhe long wordy discussions by which he tries to reason us 
ihbO admiration of his poetry, speak very little in his favour: 
rifijr Are Tull of such assertions as this (I have opened one of 
hhl volumes at random)—* Of genius the only proof is the act 
of doing well what is worthy to he done, and what was never 
done before—indeed 1 then it follows that in doing what is 
Unworthy to be done, or what has been done before, no genius 
Can be evinced; yet tho picking of pockets is an unworthy 
act, pockets have Wen picked timo immcinoi ial, and Barrington, 
the pick-pocket, m point of genius, would have thought hard 
of a comparison with William Wordsworth, the poet 

"Again, m estimating tho merit of cortam poems, whether 
they be Ossian’s or Mucphcrson’s can surely be of little conse- 
quence, yet, in order to prove their worthlessness, Mr. W. lias 
extended many pages in the controversy. Tantcme animis t 
Can great minds descend to such absurdity 1 But worse still: 
that be may bear down every argument in favour of these 
poems, he triumphantly drags forward a passage, in hii 
abomination with which he expects the reader to sympathise. 
It is the beginning of tho epic poeifl 1 Tcmora/ * The bine 
waves of Ullin roll m light; the green hills arc covered with 
day; trees shake tlieir dusty lieadb in the brecre.’ And this 
“t-tbSs gorgeous, yet simple imagery, wheic all is alive and 
pa&tfng pith immortality—this, William Wordsworth, the 
amor of 1 Peter Bell/ has selected for his contempt. We shall 
ISO what better he, in his own person, has to offer. Imprimis: 


•* * And now she’s at the pony’s tail, 

And now sbe’s at the pony's h< ad, 

On that aide now, ami now on this; 
And, almost stifled with her bliss, 

A few sad Uan does Hetty shed. . . . 
She pats the pony, where or when 
8he knows not . . . happy TV tty Foy I 
Oh, Johnny, never mind the doctor 1 ’ 


* The dew was falling fast, the—stars began to blink ; 

* T heard a voice: it said,—“Drink, pretty creature, drink t" 
'' Altd, looking o’er the hedge, be—fore me 1 espied 

A Inow*white mountain lamb, with a—maulen at its U'le. 
M ytWr ahem was near,—the lamb was all alone, 

And by a slender cord was—tether’d to a stone * . 
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“ Now, we have no doubt this is all true: we will believe it, 
indeed we will, Mr. W. Is & sympathy for the sheep you 
wish to excite ? I love a sheep from the bottom of my opart 

“But there are occasions, dear B-, there are occasions 

when even Wordsworth is reasonable. Even Stamboul, it is 
said, shall have an end, and the most unlucky blunders must 
come to a conclusion. Here is an extract from his preface:— 

“ ‘ Those who havo been accustomed to the phraseology of 
modern writers, if they persist in reading this book to a con¬ 
clusion (impossible /) will, no doubt, havo to strugglo with 
feelings of awkwardpess; (ha! ha! hit!) they will look round* 
for poetry (ha! ha! ha! ha ’), and will be induced to inquire 
by what species of courtesy these attempts havo been permitted 
to assume that title.’ Ha! ba ! ha! lia! ha! 

“ Yet, lot not Mr. W. despair; he lias given immortality to 
a waggon, and the bee Sophocles has transmitted to eternity 
a sore toe, and dignified a tragedy with a chorus of turkeys. 

11 Of Coleridge, I cannot speak but with reverence. His 
toweling intellect! Ins gigantic power! To use an author 
quoted by himself, 1 J*ai trouvt sou vent que la pluparl des seeks ant 
raison dans une bonne partie de ce qu’elles amneeni, mais non pas en 
ce qu*elles nient; ’ and to employ his own language, he has 
imprisoned his own conceptions by the barrier he has erected 
against those of others. It is lamentable to think that such a 
mind should be buried in metaphysics, and, like the Nyotanthes, 
waste its perfume upon the night alone. In reading (hat 
man’s poetry, 1 tremble like one who stands upon, a volcano, 
conscious from the very darkness bursting from the crater, of 
the fire and the light that are weltering below. 

“ What is Poetry ?—Poetry! that Proteus*like idea, with as 
many appellations as the nine-titled Coicyra! * Give me,'I 
demanded of a scholar some time ago, * give me a definition of 
poetry.’ * Trh-voUontiers ; f and ho proceeded to his library, 
brtKight me a Dr. Johnson, and overwhelmed me with ft 
definition. Shade of the immortal Shakespeare ! I imagine 
to myself the scowl of your spiritual eye upon the profanity of 
that scurrilous Ursa Major. Think of poetry, dear By;—, think 
of poetry, and then think of Dr. Samuel Johnson f' Think qf 
all that is airy and fairy-like, and then of all that is hideout 
and unwieldy ; think of his huge bulk, the Elephant! andthen 
—and then think of the * Tempest ’—the * Midsummer Night’s 
Dream —Prospero—Oberon—and Titania I I 

“ A poem, in my opinion, is opposed to a work of science 
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by having, for its immediate object, pleasure, not troth; to 
romance, by having, for its ^bject, an indefinite instead of a 
definite pleasure, being a poofti only so far as this object is 
attained; romance presenting perceptible images with definite, 
* poetry with indefinite sensations, to which end music is an 
essential, since the comprehension of sweet sound is our most 
indefinite conception. Mumo, when combined with a pleasur¬ 
able idea, is poetry; music, without th<* idea, is simply music; 
the idea, without the music, is prose, from its \ ory definitiveness. 

u What was moaut by the invective against him who had no 
music in his soul ? 

“ To sum up this long 1 igmarole, I have, doar B-, what 

you, no doubt, perceive, for the metaphysical poets as poets, 
the most sovereign contempt. That they have followers 
proves nothing— 

“ * No Iuiliau punce lias to his pal»< o 

Moio followers than a tliief to the gallons '" 
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SONNET-TO SCIENCE. 


SriENC'i ’ true daughter of Old Time thou art 1 
Who jiUerest nil things with thy peering eyes. 

Why pivyost thou thus upon the poet’s heart, 

Vulture, whoso wings are dull realities ? 

Ilow should he love thee ? or how deem thee wise, 

Who wouldst not leave him in his wandering 
To seek for treason in the jewelled skies, 

Albeit ho soared with an undaunted wing 1 
Hast thou not dragged Diana from her car 1 
And driven the Hamadryad from the wood 
To seek a shelter in some happier star? * 

Hast thou not tom the Naiad from her flood, 

The Elfin from the green grass, aijd from me 
The summor dream beneath the tamarind tree ? 

1820. 

Private reasons—some of which have reference to the sin of plagiarism, 
and others to tho date of Tennyson’s first poems *—have induced me, after 
some hesitation, to rcpubli&h these, the erode compositions of my earliest 
boyhood. They are printed verbatim —without alteration from 12b# 
original edition —the date of which is too remote to be*judiciously 
acknowledged.—E. A. P. (1845). 

m .. mm .— »■ — - ■■■■ — ■ m* ■- . 

* This r»fers to tho accusation brought against Edgar Poe that he ’Btjdjk 
copyist of Tqpuyeon.—E d. ^ 

Aa a ^ 
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AL AARAAF* 

% 

J’ART T. 

0 i NOTHING earthly save the ray 
(Thrown back from flowers) of Beauty's eye, 

As in those gardens w here the day 
Springs from the gems of Circassy— 

01 nothing earthly save the thiill 
Of melody in woodland rill— 

Or (music of the passion-heaited) 

Joy’s voice so peacefully departed 
That like the murmur in the sdndl, 

Its echo dwelleth and will dwell— 

O l nothing of the dross of ours— 

Yet all the beauty—all the flowers 
That list our Love, and deck our bowers — 

Adorn yon world afar, afar— 

The wandering star. 

'Twas a sweet time for Nosace—for there 
Her world lay lolling on the golden air, 

Hear four bright suns—a temporary rest— 

At* oasis in desert of the blest. 

Away—away—'mid seas of rays that roll 
Empyrean splendour o’er th' unchained soul— 

The soul that scarce (the billows ere so dens**) 

Can struggle to its destin'd eminence — 

To distant spheres, from time to time, f*he rode, 

And late to ours, the favour'd one of God— 

Bat, now, the ruler of an anchor’d realm, 

$he throws aside the sceptre—leaves the helm, 

And, amid incense and high spiritual hymns, 

Laves in quadruple light her angel limbs. 

* AAsr was discovered by Tycho Brahe which appeared suddenly ill 
fh* L beaf*ns—attained, in a few days, a brilliancy surpassing that of 
as suddenly disappeared, and has never been sgen since. 
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Now happiest, loveliest in yon lovely Earth, 

Whence sprang the “ Idea of Beauty ” into birth, 
(Falling in wreaths thro* many a startled star, 

Like woman’s hair ’mid pearls, until, afar, 

It lit on hills Achaian, and there dwelt), 

Hho look’d into Jniinity—and knelt 

Itich clouds, for canopies, about her curled— 

Fit emblems of the model of her world— 

Seen but in beauty—not impeding sight— 

Of other beauty glittoring thro’ the light- - 
A wreath that twined each starry form around, 

And all the opal’d air in colour bound. 

All hurriedly she knelt upon a bed 
Of flowers: of lilies such as rear’d the head 
On the fair Capo Deucato,* and sprang 
So eagerly around about to hang 

Upon the flying footsteps o f- deep pride— 

Of her who lov’d a mortal—and so died, f 
The Sephalica, budding with young bees, 

Uprear’d its purple stem around her knees : 

And gernrny flower, of Trebizond misnam’d— 

Inmate of highest stars, where erst it sham’d 
All other loveliness: its honied dew • 

(The fabled nectar that the heathen knew) 

Deliriously sweet, v, as dropp'd from Heaven, 

And fell on gardens of the unforgiven 
In Trebizond—and on a sunny flower 
So like its own above tliat, to this hour, 

It still romaineth, torturing the bee 
With madness, and unwonted reverie: 

In Heaven, and all its environs, the leaf 
And blossom of the fairy plant, in grief 
Disconsolate linger—grief that hangs her head 

*' * On Santa Maura—-ohm Deucartia. t Sapph« 

$ This dower is much noticed by Lewenhoeck and Tournefort. The 

bee, feeding upon its blossom, becomes intoxicated. 
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Repenting follies that full long have fled, 

Heaving her white breasfc.to the balmy air, 
lake guilty beauty, chasten’d, and more fair: 

Nygtanthes too, as sacred as the light 
She fears to perfume, perfuming the night: 

And Clytia * pondering between many a sun, 

While pettish tears adown her petals run : 

And that aspiring flower that sprang on Earth — 

And died, ere scarce exalted into birth, 

Bursting its odorous heart in spirit to wiug 
Its way to Heaven, from garden of a king: 

And Valisnerian lotus thither flown % 

From struggling with the waters of the Rhone • 

And thy most lovely purple perfume, Zante 1 § 

Isola d’oro !—Fior di Levante I 

And the Nelumbo bud that floats for ever j| 

With Indian Cupid down the holy river— 

Fair flowers, and fairy! to whoso care is given 
To bear tho Goddess* song, in odours, up to Heaven : f 

t 

•Clytia—the Chrysmtheranm Peruviannm, oi, to employ a better* 
known term, the turnsol—which turns continually towards the sun, covers 
itself, like Pot a, the country from winch it comes, with dewy clouds 
which cool fnd refresh its flowers dunng the mobt violent heat of the 
day.— B. de St. Pierre. 

t There is cultivated in the king's garden at Saris, a species of 
serpentine aloe without prickles, whose huge and beautiful dower 
exhake a strong odour of the vanilla, during the time of its expansion, 
which is Very shoit. It does not blow till towards the month of July— 
you then perceive it gtadually open its petals—expand thorn—fade and 
die. — St. Pierre. 

$ There is found, in the Bhone, a beautiful lily of the Valisnenan kind. 
Its stem will stretch to the length of three or four feet—thus preserving 
its head above water in the swellings of tho river. 

$ The Hyacinth. 

8 It is a fiction of the Indians, that Cupid was first seen floating in one 
of these down the river Ganges, and that he still loves the rradle of bis 
Childhood. 

T And golden vifllu full of odours which are the prayers of (the saints. 
—jfWb. St. John. 
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“'Spirit! that dwelleat where, 

In the deep sky, ( . 

The terrible and fair, 

In beauty vie! 

Beyond the line of blue— 

The boundary of the star 
Which turncth at the view 
Of thy barrier and thy bar— 

Of the barrier overgone 
By the comets who were cast 
From their pride, and from their throne 
To be drudges till the last— 

To be carriers of fire 
(The red fire of their heart) 

With speed that may not tire 
And with pain that shall not part— 

Who livest —that we know— 

In Eternity—we feel— 

But the shadow of whose brow 
What sprit shall reveal 1 
Tho’ the beings whom thy Nesaco, 

Thy messenger hath known 
Have dream’d for thy Infinity 
A model of their own—* 

* The Humanitarians held that God was to be understood as having 
really a human form.— Vide Clarice's Sermons, voL I, page 26, fol. edit 
The Unit of Miltou’s argument leads him to employ language which 
would appear, at first sight, to verge upon their doctrine; but it wfH bo 
seen immediately, that he guards himself against the charge of having 
adogfed one of the most ignorant errors of the dark ages of the Church.— 
Dr, Sumner's Notes on MtUon's Chrutian Doctrine, 

This opinion, in spite of many testimonies to the contrary, could iMhrar 
have been very general. Andeus, a Syrian of Mesopotamia, me con¬ 
demned for the opinion, as heretical. He lived in the kgtaipg of t$ar 
fourth century. His disciples were called Anthropmorphites— 4* 

Among Milton's miuor poems are these lines 

e Dicite sacrorum presides nemorum Deie, etc., 

, Quia file primus cujtu ex imagine 
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Thy will is done, 0, God! 

The star hath ridden high 
Thro* many a tempest, but she rode 
Beneath thy burning eye ; 

« And here, in thought, to thee— 

In thought that can alone 
Ascend thy empire and so be 
A partner of thy throne— 

By winged Fantasy,* 

My embassy is given, 

Till secrecy 6hall knowledge be 
In the environs of Heaven.” 


She ceas'd—and buried then her burning cheek 
Abash’d, amid the lilies there, to seek 
A shelter from the fervour of His eye; 

For the stars trembled at the Deity. 

She stirr’d not—breath’d not—for a voice was there 
How solemnly pervading the calm ftir i 
, A sound of silence on the startled ear 
Which dreamy poets name “ the music of the sphere.” 
Ours is a world of words: Quiet we call 
“ Silence ”—which is the merest word of all. 

All Nature speaks, and ev’n ideal things , 

Flap shadowy sounds from visionary wings— 

4 But ah! not so when, thus, in realms on high 
'The eterlial voice of God is passing by, 

And the red winds are withering in the sky ! 


Natnra solera finxit hnmanum genus f 
Btetnns, inoorrnptos, aqtuerus polo, 

„t?tfasqu* et uinversus exemplar Dei.—And afterwards, 
Non eui profundum Cseeitas lumen dedit 
Dirraeus augur vidit lmnc alto sum, etc. 

* Seltsamen Tochter Jovis 
Seinem Schos&kinde 

* Per Phantasm. —Qotlht. 
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“ What tho’ in worlds which sightless cycles ran 
Link’d to a little system, jrad one sun— 

Where all my love is folly, and the crowd 
Still think my terrors but the thunder cloud, 

The storm, the earthquake, and the ocean-wratji— 

(Ah! will they cross me in my angrier path 1) 

What tho’ in worlds which own a single sun 
The sands of Time grow dimmer as they run, 

Yet thine is my resplendency, so given 
To hear my secrets thro’ the upper Heaven. 

Leave tcnantless thy eiystal home, and fly, 

With all thy train, athwart the moony sky— 

Apart—like fire-flies in Sicilian night, f 
And wing to other worlds another light l 
Divulge the secrets of thy embassy 
To the proud orbs that twinkle—and so be 
To ev’ry heart a barrier and a ban 
Lest the stars totter in the guilt of man! ” 

Up rose the m*iden in the yellow night, 

The single-mooned eve !—on Earth we plight 
Our faith to one love—and one moon adore— 

The birth-place of young Beauty had no more. 

As sprang that yellow star from downy hours, 

Up rose the maiden from her shrine of flowers, 

And bent o'er sheeny mountain and dim plain 
Her way—but left not yet her Therasaean reign. $ 

PART II. 

High on a mountain of enamell’d head— 

Wuch as the drowsy shepherd on his bed 

Bight lest.—too small to be mm — Legge, 
t Z have often noticed a peculiar movement of the fire-flies;—they will 
collect in a body and fly off, from a common centre, into innnmerable 
radii 

t Thtusaw, or Theiasea, the island mentioned by Seneca, which, in a 
moment, yros* from the sea to the eyes of astonished mariners. 
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Of giant pasturage lying at his ease, 

Bailing his heavy eyelid, starts and sees 
With many a mutter’d “ hope to he forgiven ” 

What time the moon is quadrated in Heaven— 

Of rosy head, that towering far away 
Into the sunlit ether, caught tho ray 
Of sunken suns at eve—at noon of night, 

While the moon danc’d with the fair stranger light— 
Uprear’d upon such height arose a pile 
Of gorgeous columns on th’ imburthon’d air. 

Flashing from Parian marble that twin smile 
Far down upon the wave that sparkled there, 

And nursled the young mountain in its lair. 

Of molten stars their pavement, such as fall * 

Thro’ the ebon air, besilvering the pall 
Of their own dissolution, wliile they die— 

Adorning then the dwellings of the sky. 

A dome, by linked light from Heaven let down, 

Sat gently on these columns as a crown—- 
A window of one circular diamond! there, 

Look’d out above into the purple air. 

And rays from God shot down that meteor 
chain 

And Hallow’d all the beauty twice again, 

Save when, between th’ Empyrean and that ring, 
Some eager spirit flapp’d his dusky wing. 

But on the pillars Seraph eyes have seen 
The dimness of this world : that greyish green 
That Nature loves the best for Beauty’s gia\o 
Lurk’d in oach cornice, round each architrave— 

And every sculptur’d cherub thereabout 
That from his marble dwelling peer&l out, 

Seetnll earthly in the shadow of his niche— 

Achaian statues in a world so rich 1 

* Some star winch, from the ruin’d 100 F 
* Of shak’d Olympus, by mischance did fall. —Milton 
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Frieses from Tadmor and Pcrsrpolis—* 

From Balbec, and the stilly, dear abyss 
Of beautiful Gomorrah! Oh, the wave f 

Is now upon thee—but too late to save! 

* 

Sound loves to revel in a summer night: 

Witness the murmur of the grey twilight 
That stole upon tho ear, in Eyraco, J 
Of many a wild star-gazer long ago— 

That stcaleth ever on the ear of him 
Who, musing, gazeth on the distance dim, 

And sees the darkness coming as a cloud'— 

Is not its form—its voice—most palpable and loud?$ 

But what is this 1 —it cometh—and it brings 
A music with it—’tis the rush of wings— 

A pause—and then a sweeping, falling strain, 

And Ncsace is in her halls again. 

From the wild energy of wanton hasto 

Her cheeks were*flushing, and her lips apart; 

The zone that clung around her gentle waist 
H<i‘l burst beneath tin, heaving of lier heart. 

* Voltaire, in speaking of Ferscpolis, says, ** «Te uonnois bien Tadinine 
tion qu’ inspirent res ruines—niais un palais frige au pied h'une chains 
de rochers sterile*!—jvout-il Mre un chef dVouvre »les arts ! ” 
f ** Oh, the wave *’—Ula Deguisi is the Turkish appellation; but, on 
its own shores, it is called Ilaluir Loth, or Almotanah. There wars 
undoubtedly more than two cities engulphed in the “ dead sea.” In tbs 
valley of Siddim were five—Adrali, Zeboin, Zoar, Sodom and Gomorrah. 
Stephen of Byzantium mentions eight, and Strabo thirteen (engfldphed) * 
—but tho hist is out of all reason. 

It is said [Tacitus, Strabo, Josephus, Daniel of St. Saba, Nan, 
Maundrcll, Troilo, D’Aivioux], that after an excessive drought, the 
vestiges of columns, walls, etc., are seen above the surfqfe. At Mfp 
season, such remains may bo discovered by looking down *into tbs 
transparent lake, and at such distances as would argue the existence of 
many settlements in the space now usurped by the “ AsphsItites. M 
X Eyraco—-Chaldea. * 

51 have <often thought I could distinctly heal the sound of UiediU$(fMfct" 
as it stole ofer the horizon. 
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Within tho centre of that hall to breathe 
She paus’d and panted, Za&the 1 all beneath, 

The fairy light that kias’d her golden hair 
And long'd to rest, j ct could but sparkle there ! 

Young flowers were whispering in melody * 

To happy flowers that night—and tico to tree; 

Fountains weio gushing music as they fell 
In many a star lit grove, or moon-light dell ; 

Yet silence came upon material things— 

Fair flowers, bright waterfalls and angel wings— 

And sound alono that from the spirit sprang 
Bore burthen to the charm tho maiden sang : 

“ Noath blue-bell or streamer— 

Or tufted wild spray 
That keeps, from the dreamer, 

The moonbeam away-*- 1 
Bright beings ! that ponder, 

With half-closing eye#-, 

On the stars which your wonder 
Hath drawn from the skies, 

Till they glance thro’ the shade, and 
(Jome down to your brow 
like — eyes of the maiden 
Who calls on you now— 

Arise! from your.dreaming 
In violet bowers, 

To duty beseeming 

These star-litten hours— 

And shake from your tresses 
Encumber’d with dew 

r # Fairies flowers for their eharactcry.— Merry Wives of Windsor. 

It Tn Scftptnre is this passage—“The sun shall not harm thee by day, 
Mr the moon by night.** It is, perhaps, not generally known that the 
to Egypt, has the effect of producing blindness to those who sleep 
With the face exposed to its rays, to which circumstance th% pas agJ 
, lUftfntfj alludes. 


r 
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The breath of those kisses 
That cumber tjkem too— 

(()! how, without you, Love I 
Could angels be blest l) 

Those kisses of true love 
That lull’d ye to rest! 

TTp! shako from your wing 
Each hindering thing: 

The clew of the night— 

It would weigh down your flight; 
And true love carouses— 

0! leave them apart! 

They are light on the tresses, 

Beit lead on the heait. 

Ligoia! Ligeia! 

My beautiful one! 

Whose harshest idea 
Will to melody run, 

0 J is it thy will 
On the breezes to toss 1 
Or, capriciously still, 

Like the lone Albatross,* 
Incumbent on night 
(As she «>n the air) 

To keep watch with delight 
On the harmony there ? 

Ligeia! wherever 
Thy image may he, 

No magic shall sover 
Thy music from thee. 

Thou hast bound many eyes 
In a dreamy sleep— 

But the strains still arise 
Which thy vigilance keep— 

The Albatross is said to sleep on tho wing, 
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The sound of the rain 
Which leaps %jown to tho flower, 

And dances again 

In tho rhythm of tho shower— 

The murmur that springs * 

From the growing of grans 
Are the music of things— 

But are model]’d, alas !— 

Away, then, my dearest, 

O! hie thee away 
To springs that lie clearest 
Beneath the moon-ray- - 
To lone lake that smiles, 

Tn its dream of doep rest, 

At the many star-isles 
That oujcwel its breast— 

Where wild flowers, creeping, 

Have mingled their shade, 

On its margin is sleeping 
Full many a maid — • 

Some have left tho cool glade, and 
Have slept with the bee— + 

Arouse them, my maiden, 

On moorland and lea— 


* 1 loot with this idea in an old English tale, winch f ant now unable 
tfe obtain and quote from memory :—“The verie *“«w»nce and, u* it w<*te, 
springe head© and origin© of all mwiche is the vetio pleasaunte sound© 
Which the tree* of the forest do make when they growe." 
f The wild bee will not sleep in the shade if there be moonlight. 

The rhyme in this verse, as in one about sixty lines before, has 
an appearance of affectation. It is, however, imitated from Sir VC. 
Scott, or rather from Claud Halcro—in whoso «inouth f admired its 
effect s * * 


OI were there an island, 

Tho* ever so wild. 

Where woman might smile, and 
No man be beguil'd, etc. 
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Go i breathe on their slumber, 

All softly in cai? 

The musical number 
They slumber’d to hear— 

For what can awaken 
An angel so soon 
Whose sleep hath been taken 
Beneath the cold moon, 

As the spell which no slumber 
Of witchery may test, 

The rhythmical number 
Which lull’d him to rest?” 


Spirits in wing, and angels to the view, 

A thousand seraphs hurst th’ Empyrean thro*, 
Young dreams still hovering on their drowsy flight- 
Seraphs in all but “ Knowledge,” the keen light 
•That fell, refractod, thro’ thy bounds afar, 

O Death 1 from eye of God upon that star: 

Sweet was that error-^-sweeter still that death_ 

Sweet was that error—ev’n with us the breath 
Of Science dims the mirror of our joy— 

To them 'twere the Simoom, and would destroy— 
For what (to them) availcth it to know 
That Truth is Falsehood—or that Bliss is Woef 
Sweet was their death—with them to die was rife 
With the last ecstasy of satiate life— 

Beyond that death no immortality— 

But sleep that pondereth and is not 11 to be ”— 


And*there—oh ! may my weary spirit dwell— V' :/ 

Apart from Heaven’s Eternity—and yet how far from 


V K 


* With the Arabians there is a medium between Heaven and 
men suffer no punishment, but yet do not attain that tranquil < 

happiness which they suppose to he characteristic of heaveidy ei^m^|smt^. 4 l : 

Un no' rompido sueno— ' * 


Un dia puro—allegro—Libre 
<v<uera— 
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Wbat guilty spirit, in what shrubbery dim, 

Heard not the stirring summons of that hymn ? 

But two: tKey fell: for Heaven no grace imparts 
To those who hear not for their beating hearts. 

A maylcn angel and her seraph-lovei — 

01 where (and ye may seek the wide skies over) 

Was Love, the blind, near sober Duty known? 

Unguided Love hath fallen—’mid “ tears of perfect moan.” * 

He was a goodly spirit—he who fell: 

A wanderer by moss-y-mantled well— 

A gazer on the lights that slnno above — 

A dreamer in the moonbeam by his love: 

What wonder ? for each star is eye-like there, 

And looks so sweetly down on Beauty’s hair— 

And they, and ev’ry mossy spring were holy 
To his love haunted heart and melancholy. 

The night had found (to him a night of wo) 

Upon a mountain crag, young Angelo— 

Beetling it bends athwart the sofcmn sky, 

And scowls on starry worlds that down beneath it lie. 
Here sate he with his love—his dark eye bent 
With eagle gaze along the firmament: 

Nouf turn’d it upon her—but ever then 
It trembled to the orb of Eakth again. 

“Ianthe, dearest, see! how dim that ray 1 
How Igvely *tis to look so far away 1 

Libre da amor—do zelo— 

> Be odio—de eaperanza—do rezelo .—Luis Ponce dt Lem. 

* j8o*WW St not excluded from '* Al Aaraaf,” but it i« that sorrow which 
the Uring lore to cherish for the dead, and which, in some minds, 
jesamhlfs Ae delirium of opium. The passionate excitement of Lore 
the buoyancy of spirit attendant upon intoxication are its less Italy 
;'yfa**p*S the price of which, to those souls who make choice of “AJ 
vAitnaf** as their residence after life, is final death and Annihilation. 

* There be tears of perfect mow 
Wept for thee in Helicon. —Milton 
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She seemed not thus upon that autumn eve 
X left her gorgeous hails —p >r mourned to leave. 
That eve—that eve—I should remember well— 

The sun-ray dropped, in Lemnos with a spell 
On fch* Arabesque carving of a gilded hall 4 
Wherein I sate, and on the draperied wall— 

And on my eyo-lids—O, the heavy light! 

How drowsily it weighed them into night! 

On flowers, before, and mist, and love they ran 
With Persian Saadi in his Gulistan: 

But O, that light!—I slumbered—Heath, the while. 
Stole o'er my senses in that lovely isle 
So softly that no single silken hair 
A woke tliat slept—or knew that he was there. 

“ The last spot of Earth’s orb I trod upon 
"Was a proud temple called the Parthenon; 

More beauty clung around her columned wall 
Thau even thy glowing bosom beats withal,+ 

And when old Time my wing did disenthral 
Thence sprang 1—as the eagle from his tower. 

And years I left behind mo in an hour. 

What time upon hor airy bounds I hung, 

One half the garden of her globe was flung 
Unrolling as a chart unto my view— 

Tenantless cities of the desert too ! 

Ianthe, beauty crowded on me then, 

And half I wished to be again of men.” 

* My Angelo! and why of them to be 7 
A brighter dwelling-place is here for thee— 

And greener fields than in yon world above. 

And woman’s loveliness—and passionate love.** n 

* It was entire in lt>S7—the meat elevated spot iu Athens. 

+ SliadVwing more beauty in their airy brows 
Thau leave the white breasts of the queen of love.—A/aWotee, 
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u But list, Ianthe! when the air so soft 
Failed, as my pennonod spirit leapt aloft,* 

Perhaps my brain grow dizzy—but the world 
I left so late was iuto chaos hurled, 

Sprapg from her station, on tho winds apart, 

And rolled a flame, the fiery Heaven athwart. 
Methought, ray sweet one, then I ceased to soar, 

And fell—not swiftly as I rose before, 

But with a downward, tremulous motion thro* 
rjght, brazen rays, this golden star unto t 
Nor long the measure of my falling hour**, 

For nearest of all start* was thmc to ours— 

Dread star! that came, amid a night of mirth, 

A red Dwdalion on the timid Earth.” 

4 ‘ We came—and to thy Earth—but not to us 
Be given our lady’s bidding to discuss : 

We came, my love ; around, above, bcJow, 

Gay fire-fly of the night we come and go, 

Nor ask a reason save the angcl-npd 
8he grants to uk as granted by her God— 

But, Angelo, than thine grey Time unfurled 
Never his fairy wing o’er fairer world 1 
Dim ^vas its little disk, and angel eyes 
Alone could see the phantom in the skieH, 

When first A1 Aaraaf knew her course to bo 
Headlong thitherward o’er the starry sea— 

But when its glory swelled upon the jky, 

As glowing Beauty’s bust beneath man’s eye, 

We paused before the heritage of men, 

And thy star trembled— as doth Beauty then 1 ” 

Thus in discourse, the lovers whiled away 

The ifight that waned and waned and brought no day 

They fell • for Heaven to them no hope imparts 

Who hear not for the beating of their hearts, 
isoo ■* 


Pennon, for pinion - Milton 



POSSE WtUTTES IB TOUTS. 


TAMERLANE. 

I 

f 

Kind solace in a dying hour I 
Such, father, n not (now) my theme— 
I will not madly deem that power 

Of Karth may shrive me of tho sin 
Unearthly pride hath revelled in— 

I havo no time to dote or dream: 

You call it hope—that fire of fire 1 
It is hut agony of desire: 

If I mn hope—0 God! I can— 

Its fount is holier—more divine— 

1 would not call thee fool, old man, 

Hut such is not a gift of thine. 

Know thou tho secret of a spirit 
Bowed from its wild pride into shamei 
0 yearning heart! I did inherit 
Thy withering portion with tho fame. 
The searing glory which hath shone 
Amid the Jewels of my throne, 

Halo of Kell! and with a pain 
Not Hell shall mako me fear again— 

O craving heart, for the lost flowers 
And sunshine of my summer hours! 

Tho undying voice of that dead time, 
With its interminable chime, 

Bings, in the spirit of a spell, 

Upon thy emptiness—a knell. 

I have not always been as now: 

The fevered diadem on my brow 
I claimed and won usurpingly— 

Hath not the same fierce heirdom given » 
Borne to the Caesar—this to me? 

The heritage of a kingly mind, 

And a proud spirit which hath striven 
Triumphantly with human kind. 



&AMBRLANE. 

On mountain soil I first drew life: 

The mists of the ^aglay have shod 
Nightly their dews* upon my head, 

And, I believe, the winged strife 
And tumult of the headlong nir 
Have nestled m my very hair. 

So late from Ilea von—that dew—it fell 
(’Mid dreams of an unholy night) 

Upon me with the touch of Hell, 

While the xcd Hashing of the light 
From clouds that hung, like banners, o'er, 
Appearod to my half-closing eye 
The pageantry of monarchy ; 

And tho deep trumpet-thunder’s roar 
Camo hurriedly upon me, telling 
Of human battle, where my voice, 

My own voice, silly child !—was swelling 
(O! how my spirit would rejoice, 

And leap within me at the cry) 

The battle-cry of Victory 1 * 

The rain camo down upon my head 
Unsheltered—and the heavy wind 
• Rendered me mad and deaf and blind. 

It was but man, I thought, who shcc^ 
Laurels upon me: and the rush— 

The torrent of the chilly air 
Gurgled within my ear the crush 
Of empires—with the captive's prayer— 
The hum of suitors—and the tone 
Of flattery ’round a sovereign's throne. 

My passions, from that hapless hour, 
Usurped a tyranny which men 
Have deemed since I have reached to power, 
My innate nature—be it so: 

But, father, there Hva d one who. then. 


BO 
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Then—in my boyhood—when their fire 
Burned with a stil.1 intenser glow 
(For passion must, with youth, expire) 

K’en then who knew this iron heart 
In woman’s weakness had a part, 

I have no words—alas I—to tell 
The loveliness of loving well! 

Nor would I now attempt to trace 
The more than beauty of a face 
Whose lineaments, upon my mind, 

Are-shadow's on th’ unstable wind; 

Thus 1 remember having dw r elt 
Some page of early lore upon, 

With loitering eye, till 1 have felt 
The letters—with their meaning—melt 
To fantasies —with none. 

(), she was worthy of all love! 

Love as im infancy was mine— 

’Twas such as angel minds above 

Might envy j her young heart the shrine 
On which my every hope and thought 
Were ineeuse—then a goodly gift, 1 
For they were childish and upright— 
I’ure —as her young example taught. 

Why did I leave it, and, adrift, 

Trust to the fire within, for light ? 

We grew in age—and love—together— 
Roaming the forest, and the wild; 

My breast her shield in wintry weather— 
And, when the friendly sunshine smiled. 
And she would mark the opening skies, 

/ saw no Heaven—but in her eyes. 

t Young Love’s first lesson is-the heart: 

" For ’mid that sunshine, and those smile®, 



TA.UERLAM& 01 

When, from our little cares apart, 

And laughing at hoc girlish wiloa, 

I’d throw mo on her throbbing breast* 

And pour my spirit out in tears— 

%hero was no need to speak the rest— 

No need to quiet any fears 
Of her—who asked no reason why, 

But turned on me her quiet eye 1 

Yet mure than worthy of the love 
My spirit struggled with, and btrove, 

When, on the mountain peak, alone, 

Ambition lent it a new tone— 

I had no being—but in thee : 

The world, and all it did contain 
In the earth—the air—the sea— 

Its joy —its little lot of pain 
That was new pleasure—the ideal, 

Dim, vanities of dreams by night — 

And dimmer nothings which were real— 

(Shadows—and a more shadowy light I) 

Parted upon their misty wings, 

And, so, confusedly, became 
• Thine image and—a name—a name! 

Two separate—yet most intimate things. 

I was ambitious—have you known 

The passion, father f You have not: 

A cottager, I marked a throne 
Of half the world as all my own, 

And murmured at such lowly lot— 

But* just like any other dream, 

» # Upon the vapour of the dew 
My owu had past, did not the beam 
Of beauty which did whilo it thro' 

The minute—the hour—the day—oppress 
My mind with double loveliness. 



POEMS W$ITTES IN TOVTff. 

We walked together on the crown 
Of a high mountain <which looked down 
Afar from its proud natural towers 
Of rock and forest, on the hills— 

The dwindled hills 1 begirt with bowers 
And shouting with a thousand rills. 

I spoke to her of power and pride, 

But mystically—in such guise 
That she might deem it nought beside 
The moment’s converse, in her eyes 
I read, perhaps too carelessly— 

A mingled feeling with my own— 
The flush on her bright cheek, to me 
Seemed to become a queenly throne 
Too well that 1 should let it be 
Light m the wilderness alone. 

I wrapped myself in grandeur then, 

And donated a visionary crown— 

Yet it was not that Fantasy 
Had thrown her mantle over me— 
But that, among the rabble—men, 

Lion ambition is chained down— 
And crouches to a koeper’s hand— 

Not so in desertB where the grand— 
The wild—the terrible conspire 
With their own breath to fan his fira 

Look ’round thee now on Samarcand I— 
Is she not queen of Earth 1 her pride 
Above all cities! in her hand 
Their destinies 1 in all beside 
Of glory which the world hath known 
Stands she not nobly and alone! 

Falling—her veriest stepping-stone 
Shall form the pedestal of a throne— 



TAUEB.LAXE. 

And who her sovereign! Ttmour—he 
, Whom the astonished people saw 
Striding o’er empires haughtily 
A diademed outlaw! 

Of human love ! thou spirit given, 

On Earth, of all we hope in Heaven ! 

Which fall’st into the soul like rain 
Upon the Siroc-withored plain, 

And, failing in thy power to bless, 

But leav’st the heart a wilderness 1 
Idea! which bindest life around 
With music of so strange a sound 
And beauty of so wild a birth— 

Farewell! for I have won the Earth. 

When Hope, the eagle that towered, could see 
No cliff beyond him in the sky, 

His pinions were bent droopingly— 

And homeward turned his softened eye. 
’Twas sunset: when the sun will part 
There comes a sullenness of heart 
To him who still would look upon 
The glory of the summer sun. 

That soul will hate the ev’ning mist 
So often lovely, and will list 
To the sound of the coming darkness (known 
To those whose spirits hearken) as one 
Who, in a dream of night, timid fly, 

Bnt cannot , from a danger nigh. 

What tho’ the moon—tho 1 the white moon 
Shed all the splendour of her noon, 

Her smile is chilly—and her beam, 
dnthat time of dreariness, will seem 
(So like you gather in your breath) 

A portrait taken after death. 
ilnd boyhood is a summer sun 
HtfaoKi waning is the dreariest one— 
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For all we live to know is known, 

And all wo seek to ksep hath flown— 

Let life, then, as the day-flower, fall 
With the noon-day beauty—which is all. 

I reached my home—my home no more— 
For all had flown who made it so. 

I passed from out its mossy door, 

And, tho’ my tread was soft and low, 

A voice came from the threshold stono 
Of one whom I had earlier known— 

O, I defy thee, Hell, to show 
On beds of fire that burn below, 

An humbler heart—a deeper woe. 

Father, I firmly do believe— 

I know—for Death who comes for me 
From regions of tho blest afar, 

Where there is nothing to deceive, 

Hath left his iron gate ajar, 

And rays of truth you rannot seo 

Are flashing thro’ Eternity- 

I do believe that Eblis hath 
A snare in every human path— 

Else how, whon in tho holy grove 
I wandered of the idol, Love,— 

Who daily scents his snowy wings 
With incense of bumt-offerings 
From the most unpolluted things. 

Whoso pleasant lowers are yet so riven 
Above with trellised rays from Heaven 
No mote may shun—no tiniest fly-— 

The light’ning of his eagle eye— 

How was it that Ambition crept, 

Unseen, amid the revels there, 

Till growing bold, he laughed and leapt 
In the tangles of Love’s very hairf 



TO BELEN—TEE VALLEY OF UNREST. 


TO HELEN. 

Helen, thy beauty is to me 
m Like those Niceau barks of j’oro, 
That gently, o’er a perfumed sea, 

The weary, wayworn wanderer horn 
To his own native shore. 

On desperate seas long wont to roam, 
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face, 
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 
To the glory that was Greece, 

To the grandeur that was Borne. 

Lo' in yon brilliant window niche, 
How statue-like I see thee stand, 
The agate lamp within thy hand f 
Ah, Psyche, from the regions which 
Are Holy Land! 

1881. 


THE VALLEY OF UNREST. 

Once it Rmiled a silent dell 
Where the people 4 did not dwell; 
They had gone unto the wais, 
Trusting to the mild-eyed stars, 
Nightly, from their azure towers, 
To keep watch above the flowers, 
In the midst of which all day 
The red sun-light lazily lay. 

Now each visitor shall confess 
The sad valley’s restlessness. 
Nothing there is motionless— 
Nothing save the airs that brood 
Over the magic solitude. 
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Ah, by no wind are stirred those trees 
That palpitate like** the chill seas 
Around the misty Hebrides 1 
Ah, by no wind those clouds are driven 
That rustle through the unquiet Heaven 
Unceasingly, from morn till even, 

Over the violets there that lie 
In myriad types of the human eye— 

Over the lilies there that wave 
And weep above a namch ss gravo ( 

They wave:—from out their fragrant tops 
Eternal dews como down in drops. 

They weep:—from off their delicate stems 
Perennial tears descend in gems. 

1831. 


ISRAFEL* 

In Heaven a spirit doth dwell 

“ Whoso heart-strings are a lute ; * 

None sing so wildly well 
As the angel Israfel, 

And the giddy Stars (so legends tcll\ 
Ceasing their hymns, attend the spell 
Of his voice, all mute. 

Tottering above 
In her highest noon. 

The enamoured Moon 
Blushes with love, 

While, to listen, tho red levin 
(With the rapid Pleiads, even. 

Which were seven), 

Pauses in Heaven. 

• And the angel Israfel, whose lieait-strings are a late, and who 
the sweetest voice of all God’s creatm es. —Koran, 
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<And they say (the starry choir 
And tlief other^listening things) 
That Israfeli’s fire 
Is owing to that lyre 

By which ho sits and sings— 
The trembling living wire 
Of those unusual strings. 


But the skies v. angel trod, 
Where deep thoughts aro a duty- 
Where Love’s a grow-up God— 
Where the Ilouri glances are 
Imbued with all the beauty 
Which we worship in a star. 


Thercforo, thou art not wrong, 
Israfeli, who despisest 
An unimpassioned song; 

To thee the laurels belong, 

Best bard, because the .wisest! 
Merrily live and long! 


The ecstasies above 
With thy burning measures suit— 
Thy grief, thy joy, thy hate, thy love, 
With the fervour of thy lute— 
Well may the stars be mute I 

Yea, Heaven is thine ; but this 
Is a world of sweets and sours; 

Our flowers are merely—flowers, 
And the shadow of thy perfect bliss 
Is the sunshine of ours. 


If 1 could dwell 
Where Israfel 

riath dwelt, and he where I, 
o 



POEMS WRITTEN IN TOUTS. 


He might not sing so wildly well 
A mortal melody, * 

While a bolder note than this might swell 
From my lyre within the sky. 

1886. 


TO - 

1 HEED not that my earthly lot 
Hath—little of Earth in it— 
That years of love have been forgot 
In the hatred of a minute:— 

I mourn not that the desolate 
Are happier, sweet, than I, 

But that you, sorrow for my fato 
Who am a passer-by. 

1829 . 


TO- 

The bowers whereat, in dreams, I see 
The wantonest singing birds, ' 

Are lips—and all thy melody 
Of lip-begotten words— 

Thine .eyes, in Heaven of heart enshrined 
Then desolately fall, 

0 God! on my funereal mind 
Like starlight on a pall— 

Thy heart —thy heart!—I wake and si£h,«. 

And sleep to dream till day 
Of the truth that gold can never buy— 

Of the baubles that it may. 



TO THE RIVER 


TO THE R^VER- 

Fair river 1 in thy bright, clear flow 
Of crystal, wandering water, 

.Thou art an emblem of the glow 

Of beauty—the unhidden heart— 
The playful maziness of art 
In old Alberto’s daughter; 

But when within thy wave she looks— 
Which glistens then, and trembles— 

Why, then, the prettiest of brooks 
Her worshipper resembles; 

For in his heart, as in thy stream, 

Her image deeply lies— 

His heart which trembles at the beam 
Of her soul-searching eyes. 

1829 . _ 

SONG. 

I SAW thee on thy bridal day— 

When a burning blush came o’er thee, 
Though happiness around thee lay, 

The world all love before thee: 

• 

And in thine eye a kindling light 
(Whatever it might be) 

Was all on Earth my aching sight 
Of Loveliness could see. 

That blush, perhaps, was maiden shame— 

As such it well may pass— 

Though its glow hath raised a fiercer flame 

In the breast of him, alas 1 

• 

"Who saw thee on that bridal day, 

When that deep blush would come o’er thee, 
Though happiness around thee lay, 

The world all love before thee. 

1827 . 
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SPIRITS qF THE HEAD. 

Thy soul shall find itself alone 

’Mid dark thoughts of the grey tomb-stone— 

Not one, of all the crowd, to pry 

Into thine hour of secrecy. 

Be silent in that solitude 
Which is not loneliness—for then 
The spirits of the dead who stood 
In life before thee are again 
In death around thee—and their will 
Shall overshadow thee : be still. 

The night—tho’ clear—shall frown— 

And the stars shall not look down 
From their high thrones in the Heaven, 

With light like Hope to mortals given— 

But their red orbs, without beam, 

To thy weariness shall seem 
As a burning and a fever 
Which would cling to thee for ever. 

Now are thoughts thou shalt not banish— 
Now are visions ne’er to vanish— 

From thy spirit shall they pass 
No more—like dew-drops from the grass. 

The breeze—the breath of God—is still— 
And the mist upon the hill 
Shadowy—shadowy—yet unbroken, 

Is a symbol and a token— 

How it hangs upon the trees, 

A mystery of mysteries 1 
1827. 


A DREAM. 

In visions of the dark night 
I have dreamed of joy departed— 
But a waking dream of life and light 
Hath left me broken-hearted. 
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Ah! what $8 not a dream by daj 
To him whose eyes are cast 
On things around him with a ray 
Turned back upon the past % 

That holy dream—that holy dream, 

While all the world were chiding, 

Hath cheered mo as a lovely beam, 

A lonely spirit guiding. 

What though that light, thro* storm and night, 
, So trembled from afar— 

What could there be more purely bright 

In Truth’s day-star 1 
1827._ 

ROMANCE. 

Romance, who loves to nod and sing, 

With drowsy head and folded wing, 

Among the green leaves as they shake 
Far down within some shadowy lake, 

To me a painted paroquet 
Hath been—a most familiar bird— 

Taught me my alphabet to say— 

To lisp my very earliest word 
While in the wild wood 1 did lie, 

A child—with a most knowing eye. 

Of late, eternal Condor years 
So shake the very Heaven on high 
With tumult as they thunder by, 

I have no time for idle cares 
Though gazing on the unquiet sky. 

And when an hour with calmer wings 
Its down upon my spirit flings— 

That little time with lyre and rhyme 
To while away—forbidden things! 

My heart would feel to be a crime 
Unless it trembled with the strings. 

im. 
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FAIRYLAND. 

Dim vales—and shadowy floods— 

And cloudy-looking woods, 

Whose forms we can’t discover 
For the tears that drip all over 
Huge moons there wax and wane— 
Again—again—again— 

Every moment of the night— 

For ever changing places— 

And they put out the star-light 
With the breath from their pale faces. 
About twelve by the moon-dial 
One more filmy than the rest 
(A kind which, upon trial, 

They have found to bo the best) 

Comes down—still down—and down 
With its centre on the crown 
Of a mountain’s eminence, 

While its wide circumference 
In easy drapery falls 
Over hamlets, over halls, 

Wherever they may be— 

O’er the strange woods—o’er the sea— 
Over spirits on the wing— 

Over overy drowsy thing— 

And buries them up quite 
In a labyrinth of light— 

And then, how deep!—0, deep 1 
Is the passion of their sleep. 

In the morning they arise, 

And their moony covering 
Is soaring in the skies, 

With the tempests as they toss, 

Like-almost any thing— 

Or a yellow Albatross. 



THE LARK TO 


They use that moon no more 
For the same end as before— 
Videlicet a tent— 

Which I think extravagant; 
Its atomies, however, 

Into a shower dissever, 

Of which those butterflies, 

Of Earth, who seek the skies, 
And so come down again 
(Never-contented things') 
Have brought a specimen 
Upon their quivering wings, 

1831 . 


THE LAKE. TO - 

In spring of youth it was my lot 
To haunt*of the wide world a spot 
The which I could not love the less— 

So lovely was the loneliness 

Of a wild lake, with black rock bound, 

' And the tall pines that towered around 

* 

But when the Night had thrown her pall 
Upon that spot, as upon all, 

And the mystic wind went by 
Murmuring in melody— 

Then—ah, then, I would awake 
To the terror of the lone lake. 

•Yet that terror was not fright, 

But a tremulous delight— 

A feeling not the jewelled mine 
Could teach or bribe me to deflno— 

Nor Love—although the Lovo were thine. 
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Death was in that poisonous wave, 
And in its gulf a fitting grave 
For him who thence could solace bring 
To his lone imagining— 

Whose solitary soul could make 
An Eden of that dim lake. 

1827 . 


EVENING STAR 

’Twas noontide of summer, 

And midtime of night, 

And stars, in their orbits, 

Shone pale, through the light 
Of the brighter, cold moon. 

'Mid planets her slaves, 
Heiself m the Heavens, 

Her beam on the waves. 

I gazed awhile 
On her cold smile ; 

Too cold—too cold for me— 
There passed, as a shroud, 

A fleecy cloud, 

And I turned away to thee, 
Proud Evening Star, 

In thy glory afar 
And dearer thy beam shall be; 
For joy to my heart 
Is the proud part 
Thou bearest in Heaven at night* 
And more I admire 
Thy distant fire, 

Than that colder, lowly light. 

• 1837 . 



IMITATION—“TJ3M HAPPIEST DAT." ‘ 


IMITATION. 

A dark unfathomed tide 
Of interminable pride— 

A mystery, and a dream, 

Should my early life seem; 

I say that dream was fi aught 
With a wild and waking thought 
Of beings that have been, 

Which my spirit hath not seen, 
Had I let them pass me by, 

With a dreaming eye * 

Let none oi earth inherit 
That vision on my spirit; 

Those thoughts I would control, 

As a spell upon his soul: 

For that bright hope at last 
And that light time have past, 

And my woildly rest hath gone 
With a sigh as jit passed on: 

I care not though it perish 
With a thought I then did cherish. 

•1827. 


“THE HAPPIEST DAY.” 


i. 

The happiest day—the happiest hour 
My seared and blighted heart hath known, 
The highest hope of pride and power, 

I feel hath flown. 

• n. 

Of power! said I ? Yes 1 such I ween 
But they have vanished long, alas! 

The visions of my youth have been— 

But let them pass. 
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irr. 

And pride, what have l now with thee ? 

Another brow may ev’n inherit 
The venom thou hast poured on me— 
Bo still my spirit! 

IV. 

The happiest day—the happiest hour 
Mine eyes shall see—have over seen 
The brightest glance of pride and power 
T fool have been : 

v. 

But wore that hope of prido and power 
Now offered with the pain 
Ev’n Hun I felt—that brightest hour 
I would not live again : 

VI. 

For on its wing w;is dark alloy 
And as it fluttered—fell 
An essence—powerful to destroy 
A soul that knew it well. 

1827 . 


Translation from the Greek. 

HYMN TO ARISTOGEITON AND 1IARMODIUS. 

i. 

Wreathed in myrtle, my sword I’ll conceal, 

• Like those champions devoted and brave, 

When they plunged in the tyrant their stoel, 

And to Athens deliverance gave. 

ir. 

^JBeloved heroes! your deathless souls roam 
& In the joy breathing isles of the blest; 

«^lihere the mighty of old have their home— 

^ Inhere Achilles and Diomed rest. 



BREAMS. 


III. 

In fresh myrtle my blade I’ll entwine, 
like Harmodins, the gallant and good, 
When he made at the tutelar shrine 
• A libation of Tyranny’s blood. 


IV. 

Ye deliverers of Athens from shame! 

Ye avengers of Liberty's wrongs! 
Endless ages shall cherish your fame, 
Embalmed in their echoing songs! 

1827 * 


DREAMS. 

Oh ! that my young life were a lasting dream 1 
My spirit not awakening, till the beam 
Of an Eternity should bring the morrow. 

Yes! though that long dream wore of hopeless sorrow, 
’Twero better than the eold reality 
Of waking life, to him whose heart must bo, 

And hath been still, upon the lovely earth, 

A chaos of deep passion, from his birth. 

But should it be—that dream eternally 
Continuing—as dreams have been to me 
In my young boyhood—should it thus be given, 
’Twero folly stijl to hope for higher Heaven. 

For I have revelled when the sun was bright 
I’ the summer sky, in dreams of living light? 

And loveliness,—have left my very heart 
Inclines of my imaginary apart * 

From mfcie own home, with beings that have been 
Of mine own thought—what more could I have seen 
Twas once—and only once—and the wild honr 
From my remembrance shall not pass—some poweqr- 
0 * In climes of mine imagining apart ? —Ed. 
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Or spell had bound me—’twas the chilly wind 
Came o’er me in the night, «and left behind 
Its image on my spirit—or the moon 
Shone on my slumbers in her lofty noon 
Too coldly—or the stars—howe’er it was . 

That dream was as that night-wind—let it pass. 

I have hen happy, though in a dream. 

I have been happy—and I love the theme i 
Dreams < in their vivid colouring of life 
As in that fleeting, Bhadowy, misty strife 
Of semblance with reality which brings 
To the deliiious eye, more lovely things 
Of Paradise and Love—and all my own ’— 

Than young Hope in his sunniest hour hath known. 


“IN YOUTH I HAVE KNOWN ONE.” 

llout often wefoiget all time, when lone 
Admn mg Nature' » timwt t aX thi one, 

Her woods—her wilds—her mountains—the intense 
Reply of Heirs to Our intelligence f 

1 . 

In youth I have known one with whom the Earth 
In secret communing held—-as he with it, 

In daylight^ and in beauty, from his birth . 

Whose fervid, flickering torch of life was lit 
From the sun and stars, whence he had drawn forth 
A passionate light such for his spirit was fit— 
Wfcnd yet that spirit knew—not in the hour 
Of its own fervour—what had o’er it power. 

II. 

Perhaps it may be that my mind is wrought 
To a ferver * by the moonbeam that hangs o’er, 
But I will half believe that wild light fraught 
•"With more of sovereignty than ancient lore 

* Query “ fervour ” f—J5n. 
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path ever told—or is it of a thought 
The unembodied essente, and no more 
That with a quickening spell doth o’er us pass 
As dew of the night-time, o’er the summer grass 1 . 

• HI. 

Doth o’er us pass, when, as th’ expanding eye 
To the loved object—so the tear to the lid 
Will start, which lately slept in apathy 1 
And yet it need not be—(that object) hid 
From us in life—but common—which doth lie 
Each hour bcfoie us—but then only bid 
With a strange sound, as of a harp-string broken 
T* awake us—’Tis a symbol and a token— 

IV. 

Of what in other worlds shall be—and given 
In beauty by our God, to those alone 
Who otherwise would fill from life and Heaven 
Drawn by their heart’s passion, and that tone, 

That high tone of the spirit which hath striven 
Though not with Faith—with godliness—whose throne 
With desperate energy’t hath beaten down; 

Wearing its own deep feeling as a crown. 


A P^EAN. 


i. 

How shall the burial rite be read % 
The solemn song be sung 1 
The requiem for the loveliest dead, 
That ever died so young 1 

II. 

Her friends are gazing on her, 

And on her gaudy bier, 

And weep!—oh 1 to dishonour 
Dead beauty with a tear! 
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itr. 

They loved her for her wealth— 

And they hated her for her pride— 

But she grew in feeble health, 

And they love her—that she died. « 

IV. 

They tell mo (while they speak 
Of her “ costly broider’d pall ”) 

That my voice is growing weak— 

That I should not sing at all— 

v. 

Or that my tone should be 
Tun’d to such solemn song 

So mournfully—so mournfully, 

That the dead may feel no wrong. 

VI. 

But she is gone above, 

With young Hope at her side, 

And I am drunk with love 

Of the dead, who is my bride.— 

VII. 

Of the dead—dead who lies 
All perfum’d there, 

With tho death upon her eyes, 

And the life upon her hair. 

VIII. 

Thus on the coffin loud and long 
I strike—the murmur sent 

Through the grey chambers to-my song, 
Shall be the accompaniment. 

IX. 

Thou diedst in thy life’s June— 

But thou didst not die too fair: 

Thou didst not die too soon, 

■kt™ with too calm an air. 
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Ill 


X. * 

From more than friends on earth, 
Thy life and love are riven, 

To join the untainted mirth 
Of more than thrones in heaven 

XI. 

Therefore, to thee this night 
I will no requiem raise, 

But waft thee on thy flight, 

With a Paean of old days. 


NOTES. 

SO, On the “ Poems written in Youth ” little comment is needed. This 
section includes the pieces printed for first volume of 1827 (which wrs 
subsequently suppressed), such poems from the first and second published 
volumes of 1829 and 1831 as have not already been given in their 
revised versions, and a few others collected from various sources. “ A1 
Aaraaf” first appeared, with the sennet “To Silence” prefixed to it, in 
1829, and is, substantially, as originally issued. In the edition for 1831, 
however, this poem, its authors longest, was introduced by the follow* 
ing twenty • nine lines, which have been omitted in all subsequent 
collections:— 


AL AARAAF. 

Mysterious star! 

Thou wert my dream 
All a long summer night— 

Be now my theme 1 
By this clear stream. 

Of thee will I write; 

Meantime from afar 
Bathe me in light! 

Thy world has not the dross of ours, 
Yet all the beauty—all the (lowers 
That list our lore or deck our bowers 
In dreamy gardens, where do lie 
Dreamy maidens all the day; 

While the silver winds of Circassy 
On violet couches faint away. 
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Little—oh I little dwells in thee 
Like unto what^on eaith we see: 

Beauty e eye is here the bluest 
In the falsest and untruest— 

On the sweetest an doth float 
The most sad and solemn note— 

If with thee bo broken hearts, 

Joy so peacefully departs, 

That its e< ho still doth dwell, 

Like the murmui in the shell. 

Thou > thy tnirst typo of grief 
Is the gently falling leaf— 

Thou 1 thy framing is so holy 
Soriow is not melancholy 

31 Tlu iaiInst version of “Tamerlane" was mcludod in the sup¬ 
pressed volurno of 1827, but diflers very consult rably from the poem as 
now published. The present draft, besides mnumciable verbal alterations 
and improvements upon the oiiginol, is moxe carefully punctuated, and, the 
linos being indented, presonts amoie pleasing appearance, to the eye at 
lcnst. 

32. “ To Helen ” first appealed m the 1831 volume, as did also “The 
Valloy of Umest” (as “Ihe Valley Nis”), “Israftl," and one or two 
others of the youthful pieies The poem styled “Romance ” constituted 
the Preface of the 1829 volume, but with the addition of the following 
lines — 

Succeeding years, too wild for song, 

Then rolled like tiopic storms along, 

Where, though the gansli lights that fly 
Dying along the troubled sky. 

Lay hare, through vistas thunder nven, 

The blackness of the general Heaven, 

That very blackness y et doth fling 
Light on the lightning’s silvei wing. 

For being an idle boy lang syne, 

Who read Anacreon and drank wane, 

I early found Anacreon rhymes 
Weie almost passionate: sometimes— 

And by strange alchemy of brain 
His pleoauies always turned to pain— 

His naivetd to wild desire— 

Ilia wit to love—his wine to fire— 

And so, being young and dipt in folly, 

I fell m lovo with melancholy, 
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And used to throw my earthly rest 
And quiet all away ii^jeat— 

I could not lo\t> except where Death 
Was mingling Ins with Beauty’s In eft 111— 
Or Hymen, Time, and Destiny, 

Wore stalking between hci aud me. 

• » • • • 
But now iny soul hath too much loom— 
Gone are the gloty and the gloom— 

The block hath mellow'd uito gicy, 

And all the files ate lading away. 

M)’ draught of pission bath bt en di tp 
I revell'd, and 1 now would sleep— 

And after di link 111 m ss oi soul 
Succeeds Ihe glon< s ot the bowl— 

An idle longing night and day 
To dieam my very life away 

But di earns—of those who dieam as I, 
Afcpiringly, are damned, and die: 

Yet should I swear I mean alone, 

By notes so \ cry sin illy blow n, 

To break upon Tune's monotone. 

While yet my vapid joy and giief 
Are tintlf as of the yellow leaf— 

Why not an imp the greybeard hath, 

Will shake his shadow in my path— 

And e'en the greybeard will o’erlook 
Conniungly my dreaming book. 
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From childhood's hour I have not been 
As others were —1 have not seen 
As others saw—I could not bring 
My passions from a common spring— 
From the same source 1 have not taken 
My sorrow—I could not awaken 
My heart to joy at the samo tone— 
And all I loved —I loved alone— 

Thou —in my childhood—in tho dawn 
Of a most stormy life—was drawn 
From every depth of good and ill 
The mystery which binds me still— 
From the torrent, or the fountain— 
From the red cliff of the mountain— 
From the sun that round me roll'd 
In its autumn tint of gold— 

From the lightning in the sky 
As it passed me flying by— 

From the thunder and the storm— 

And the cloud that took the form 
(When the rest of Heaven was blue) 

Of a demon in my view. 

Matft 17, 1629. 
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TO ISIDORE. 


i. 

Beneath the vine-clad eaves, 

Whose shadows fall before 
Thy lowly cottage door— 

Under the lilac’s tremulous leaves— 
Within thy snowy clasped hand 
The purple flowers it bore. 

Last eve in dreams, I saw thee stand, 
Like queenly nymph from Fairy-laud— 
Enchantress of the flowery wand, 

Most beauteous Isadora I 

ir. 

And when I bade the dream 
Upon thy spirit flee, 

Thy violet eyes to me 
Upturned, did overflowing seem* 

With the deep, untold delight 
Of Love’s serenity; 

Thy classic brow, like lilies white 
And pale as the Imperial Night 
Upon her throne, with stars bedight, 
Enthralled my soul to thee! 

in. 

Ah ! ever I behold 

Thy dreamy, passionate eyes, 

Blue as the languid skies 
Hung with the sunset’s fringe of gold ; 
Now strangely clear thine image grows, 
And olden memories 
Are startled from their long repose 
Like shadows on the silent snows 
When suddenly the night-wind blows 
Where quiet moonlight lies. 
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IV. 

like music heard in 'dreams, 

Like strains of harps unknown, 

Of birds for ever flown— 

Audible as the voice of streams 
That murmur in some leafy dell, 

I hear thy gentlest tone, 

And Silence cometh with her spell 
Like that which on my tongue doth dwell, 
When tremulous in dreams I tell 
My love to thee alone 1 

V. 

In every valley lieaid, 

Floating from tree to tree, 

Less beautiful to me, 

The music of the radiant bird, 

Than artless accents such as thine 
pilose echoes never flee! 

Ah ! how for thy sweet voice I pine 
For uttured in thy tones benign 
(Enchantress!) this rude name of mine 
Doth seem a melody 1 


THE VILLAGE STREET. 

In these rapid, restless shadows, 
Once I walked at eventide, 
When a gentle, silent maiden, 
Walked in beauty at my side. 
She alone thero walked beside me 
All in beauty, like a bride. 

Pallidly the moon was shining 
On the dewy meadows nigh; 

On the silvery, silent rivers, 

On the mountains far and high,* 



TBB VILLAGE STREET. 

On the ocean’s star-Ht waters, 

Where the winds#a-weary die. 

Slowly, silently we wandered 
From the open cottage door, 

* Underneath the elm’s long branches 
To the pavement bending o'er; 

Underneath the mossy willow 
And the dying sycamore. 

With the myriad stars in beauty 
All bedighfc, the heavens were seen, 

Radiant hopes were bright around me, 
Like the light of stars serene; 

Like the mellow midnight splendour 
Of the Night’s irradiate queen. 

Audibly the elm-leaves whispered 
Peaceful, pleasant melodies. 

Like the distant murmured music 
Of unquiet, lovely seas; 

While the winds were hushed in slumber 
In the fragrant flowers and trees. 

Wondrous and unwonted beauty 
Still adorning all did seem, 

While I told my love in fables 
’Neath the willows by the stream ; 

Would the heart have kept unspoken 
Love that was its rarest dream! 

Instantly away we wandered 
In the shadowy twilight tide, 

Shf, the silent, scornful maiden. 

Walking calmly at my side, 

With a step serene and stately, 

All in beauty, all in pride. 
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Vacantly I walked bcsklo her. 

On the oarth mine eyes were cast; 

Swift and keen there came unto me 
Bitter memories of the past— 

On me, like the rain in Autumn 
On the dead leaves, cold and fast. 

Underneath the. elms we parted, 

By the lowly cottage door; 

One brief word alone was uttered— 

Never on our lips before ; 

And away I walked forlornly. 
Broken-hearted evermore. 

Slowly, silently I loitered, 

Homeward, in the night, alone; 

Sudden anguish bound my spirit, 

That my youth had never known; 

Wild unrest, like that which cometh 
When the Night’s first dream hath flown. 

Now, to me the elm-leaves whisper 
Mad, discordant melodies, 

And keen melodics like shadows 
Haunt the moaning willow trees, 

And the sycamores with laughter 
Mock me in the nightly breeze. 

Sad and pale the Autumn moonlight 
Through the sighing foliage streams; 

And each morning, midnight shadow, 
Shadow of my sorrow seems; 

Strive, 0 heart, forget thine idol! 

And, O soul, forget thy dreams 1 
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THE FOREST REVERIE. 

’Tis said that when 
. The hands of men 
Tamod this primeval wood, 

And hoary trees with groans of wo, 

Like warriors by an unknown foe, 

Were in their strength subdued, 

The virgin Earth 
Gave instant birth 
To springs that ne’er did flow— 

That in thasun 
Did rivulets run, 

And all around rare flowers did blow— 

The wild rose pale 
Perfumed tho galo, 

And the queenly lily adown the dale 
(Whom the sun and the dew 
And the winds did woo), 

With the gourd and the grape luxuriant grew 


So when in tears 
The love of years 
Is wasted like the snow, 

And the fine fibrils of its life 
By the rude wrong of instant strife 
Are broken at a blow— 

Within the heart 
Do springs upstart 
Of which it doth now know, 

And strange, sweet dreams, 
Like silent streams 
That from new fountains overflow, 
With the earlier tide 
Of rivers glide. 
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Deep in the heart whoso hope has died— 
Quenching the fires its ashes hide,— 

Its ashes, whence will spring and grow 
Sweet floweis, ere long,— 

The rare and radiant flowers of song! 


NOTES. 

Of the many verses fiom time to time asciibed to the pen of Edgar Poo, 
and not included among his known writings, the lines entitled “ Alone’ 
have the chief claim to our notice. Facsimile copies of this piece hod 
been in possession of the present editor some time previous to its publics* 
tion in Scribner's Magazine for September 1875 ; but as proofs of th© 
authorship claimed toi it wen* not forthcoming, ho refrained from pub¬ 
lishing it as requested. The desired proofs "have not yet been adduced, 
and thero is, at present, nothing hut internal evidence to guide us, 
“Alone” is stated to have been wntten by Poe in the album of a 
Baltimore lady (Mrs. Bald erst one ?), on Match 17th, 1829, and the fac¬ 
simile given m Scribner's is alleged to be of bis handwriting. If the 
caligraphy bo Poe's, it is different in all essential respects from all the 
many specimens known to us, and stiongly lesemblcs that of the writer 
of the heading and dating of the manuscript, both of which the contri¬ 
butor of the poem acknowledges to have been recently addod. The lines, 
however, if not by Poe, are the most successful imitation of his early 
mannerisms yet made public, end, in the opinion of one well qualified to 
speak, “are not unworthy on the whole of tlio parentage claimed for 
them.” 

Whilst Edgar Poe was editor of the Broadway Journal, some lines “To 
Isadora ” appeared theiein, and, like several of his known pieces, bore no 
signature. They wore at ouce ascubed to Poe, and in order to satisfy 
questioners, an edi tonal paragraph subsequently appeared, saying they 
were by “A. Ide, junior.” Two previous poems had appeared in the 
Broadway Journal over the signature of “ A. M. Ide,” and whoever.wrot© 
them was also the author of the lines “ To Isadora.” In order, doubtless, 
to give a show of variety, Poe was then publishing some of his knpwn 
works in his journal over noms de plume, and as no other writings what* " 
rv or can be traced to any person bearing the name of “A. M. Ide,” it js ( 
not impossible that the poems now republished in this collection may be^ 
by thgauthor of “The Raven.” Having been published without h£s 
unMfwkborate revision, Poe may have wished to hide his hasty work 
*#* an assumed name. The three pieces are included in the present ^ 
illtafSllh, so the reader can judge for himself what pretensions they 
possess by the author of “The Raven " % * 
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THE ISLAND OF THE FAY. 

u Nnllus emm lot us Hint* gtmo ost .”—Stn mm. 

M La musique” says Marmontel, in those “ Contes Moraux*'* 
which in all our translations we have insisted upon calling 
* l Moral Tales,” as if in mockery of their spuit—“ la musique e&t 
Ip seal des talens qui jouisse de lui-mtme. terns les aitires veulcnt des 
Unwins.” He here confounds the pleasure derivable from 
sweet sounds with the capacity for <reatitig them. No more 
than any other talent^ is that for music susceptible of complete 
enjoyment where there is no bt cond party to appreciate its 
exercise; and it is only in common with other talents that it 
produces effeets which may bo fully enjoyed in solitude. The 
idea which the nacouUur has either failed to entertain clearly, 
or has sacrificed in its expression to his national love of point, 
is doubtless the very tenable one that the higher order of 
music is the most thoroughly estimated when we are ex¬ 
clusively alone. The proposition in this form*will be admitted 
* at once by those who love the lyre for its own sake and for 
its spiritual uses. But there is one pleasure still within the 
reach of fallen mortality, and perhaps only one, which owes 
even more than does music to the accessory sentiment of 
Seclusion. I mean the happiness experienced in the contem¬ 
plation of natural scenery. In truth, the man who would 
behold aright the glory of God upon earth must in solitude 
behold that glory. To mo at least the presence, not of human 
life only, but of life in any other form than that of the green 

* Korsttx is here derived from mourn, and it* meaning is Ifjjstffnon- 
*aWr f • or, more strictly, “ of manm is.’ 

« At 
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things which grow upon the soil and arc voiceless, is a stain 
upon the landscape, is at war with the genius of the scene. I 
love, indeed, to regard the dark valleys, and the grey rocks, 
and the waters that silently smile, and the forests that sigh 
in uneasy slumbers, ami the proud watchful mountains that 
look down upon all,—I love to regard these a* themselves but 
the colossal membors of one vast animate and sentient whole 
—a whole whose form (that of the sphere) is the most perfect 
and most inclusive of all; whose path is among associate 
planets; whoso meek handmaiden is the moou; whose 
mediate sovereign is the sun; whose life is eternity; whose 
thought is that of a god; whose enjoyment is knowledge; 
whose destinies are lost in immensity; whoso cognisance of 
ourselves is akin with our own cognisance of the animalcules 
which infest tho brain, a being which we in consequence 
regard as purely inanimate and material, much in the same 
manner as theso animalcules must thus regard us. 

Our telescopes and our mathematical investigations assure 
us on every hand, notwithstanding the cant of the more 
ignorant of the priesthood, that space, and therefore that bulk, 
is an important consideration in the eyes of the Almighty. 
The eyries in which the stars move are those best adapted 
for the evolution, without collision, of the greatest possible 
number of bodies. The forms of those bodies are accurately 
such as within a given surface to include the greatest possible 
amount of matter; while the surfaces themselves are so dis¬ 
posed as to accommodate a denser population than could be 
accommodated on the same surfaces otherwise arranged. Nor 
is it any argument against bulk being an object with God that 
space* itself is infinite; for there may be an infinity of matter 
to fill it; and since we see clearly that the endowment of 
matter with vitality is a principle—indeed, as far as our 
judgments extend, the leading principle in the operations of 
Deity, it is scarcely logical to imagine it confined to the 
regions of tho minute, where we daily traco it, $nd not 
e^’wtihg to those of the august. As we find cycle within 
cycle wjthout end, yet all revolting around one fardiMant* 
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centre which is the Godhead, may we net analogically suppose, 
in the same manner, life within life, the less within the 
greater, and all within the Spirit Divine ? In short, wo aro 
madly erring through self-esteem iu believing man, in either 
his temporal or future destinies, to be of more moment in 
the universe than that vast “ clod of the valley " which lio 
tills and contemns, and to which ho denies a soul, for no 
more profound reason than that ho does not behold it iu 
operation.* 

These fancies, and such as these, have always given to my 
meditations among the mountains and the forests, by the 
rivers and the ocean, a tinge of what the overy-day world 
would not fail to term the fantastic. My wanderings amid 
such scenes have been many and far-searching, and often 
solitary; and the interest with which I have strayed through 
many a dim deep valley, or gazed into the reflected heaven of 
many a bright lake, has been an interest greatly deepened by 
the thought that I have strayed and gazed alone. What 
flippant Frenchman f was it who said, in allusion to the well- 
known work of Zimmormann, that "fa solitude cd vne belle 
chose ; mats il faut quclqu’vn pour vovs dire que la solitude est une 
beUe chose ” t The epigram cannot he gainsaid; but the 
necessity is a thing that does not exist. 

It was during one of my lonely journeyings, amid a far- 
distant region of mountain locked within mountain, and sad 
divers and melancholy tarns writhing or sleeping within all, 
i hat 1 chanced uj>on a certain rivulet and island. I came 
upon them suddenly in the leafy June, and threw myself 
upon the turf beneath the branches of an unknown odorous 
shrub, that I might doze as I contemplated the scene. 1 felt 
that thus only should I look upon it, such was the character 
of phantasm which it wore. 

On all sides, save to the west where the sun was about 
staking, arose the verdant walls of the forest. The little 

* Speaking of the tides, Poinponius Mela, in his treatise. Do <SVd 
OHMs, sayf, " Either the world is a great animal, or,” < U. 

BsBne, ia uubotane** ; I do not remember the w^rdt 
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river which turned sharply in its course, and waft thus imme^ 
diately lost to sight, seemed to have no exit from Its prison, 
but to be absorbed by the deep green foliage of the trees to 
the cast; while in the opposite quarter (so it appeared to tn# 
as I lay at length and glanced upward) there poured down 
noiselessly and continuously into the valley a rich golden and 
crimson waterfall from the sunset fountains of the sky. 

About midway in the short vista which my dreamy vision 
took in, one small circular island, profusely verdured, reposed 
upon tho bosom of the stream. 

So blended bank and shadow there, 

That each scorned pendulous in air— 

so mirror-like was the glassy water, that it was scarcely 
possible to say at what point upon the slope of the emerald ‘ 
turf its crystal dominion began. 

hly position enabled me to include in a single view both 
the eastom and western extremities of the islet, and I 
observed a singularly-marked difference in their aspects. 
The latter was all one radiant harem of garden beauties. It 
glowed and blushed beneath the eye of the slant sunlight, and 
fairly laughed with flowers. The grass was short, springy, 
sweet-scented, and Asphodel-interspersed. The trees were 

lithe, mirthful, erect, bright, slender, and graceful, of eastern 
figure and foliage, with bark smooth, glossy, and parti¬ 
coloured. Thero seemed a deep sense of life and joy about 
all, and although no airs blew from out the heavens, yet 
everything had motion through the gentle sweepings to and 
fro of innumerable butterflies, that might have been mistaken 
foiwtulips with wings.* *'* 

The other or eastern end of the isle was whelmed in the * 
blackest shade. A sombre, yet beautiful and peaceful gJoo% 
here pervaded all things. The trees were dark in colour &&&' ► 
mournful in form and attitude—wreathing themselves into * 
Bad, solemn, and spectral shapes, that conveyed ideas dt 
rnqsjai sorrow and untimely death. The grass wore4he deep 
* “ Florem putares naif per liquidnm ffthera.”— P. Commit*. / ^ 
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tint of the cypress, and the heads of its blades hung 
d$K>pingly, and hither and thither among it were many small 
unsightly hillocks, low and narrow, and not very long, that 
had the aspect of graves, hut were not, although over and all 
about them the rue and the rosemary clambered. The shade 
of the trees fell heavily upon the water, and seemed to bury 
itself therein, impregnating the depths of the element with 
darkness. 1 fancied that each shadow, as the sun descended 
lower and lower, separated itself sullenly from the trunk that 
gave it birth, and thus became absorbed by the stream, while 
other shadows issued momently from tho trees, taking the place 
of their predecessors thus entombed. 

This idea having once seized upon my fancy, greatly excited 
, it, and I lost myself forthwith in reverie. “ If ever island were 
enchanted,” said I to myself, “ this is it. This is tho haunt of 
the few gentle Fays who remain from tho wreck of the race. 
Are these green tombs theirs?—or do they yield up their 
sweet lives as mankind yield up their own 1 in dying, do 
they not rather waste away mournfully, rendering unto God 
little by little their existence, as these trees render up shadow 
after shadow, exhausting their substance unto dissolution? 
What the wasting tree is to the water that imbibes its shade, 
growing thus blacker by what it preys upon, may not the life 
of the Fay be to the death which engulfs it ? ” 

As I thus musod, with half shut eyes, while* tho sun sank 
rjjj>idly to rest, and eddying currents careered round and 
round the island, bearing upon their bosom large dazzling * 
whifce flakes of the bark of the sycamore, flakes which, in their 
multiform positions upon the water, a quick imagination 
might have converted into anything it pleased; while I thus 
mused, it appeared to me that the form of one of those very 
$byt about whom I had been pondering, made its way slowly 
infp the darkness from out the light at the western end of the 
island. She stood erect in a singularly fragile canoe, and 
Urged it with the mere phantom of an oar. While within the 
influence of the lingering sunbeams, her attitude seemed in-' 
dicitive of joy, but sorrow deformed it as she passed *within 
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tho shade. Slowly she glided along, and at length rounded 
the islet and re-entered the region of light. “ The revolution 
which has just been made by the Fay,” continued I musingly, 
“ is the cycle of the brief year of her life. She has floated 
through her winter and through her summer. She is a year 
nearer unto death : for I did not fail to see that as she came 
into the shade, her shadow fell Jrom her, and was swallowed 
up in the dark water, making its blackness more black.’* 

And again the boat appeared and the Fay, but about the 
attitude of tho latter there was more of care and uncertainty 
and less of elastic joy. She floated again from out the light 
and into the gloom (which deepened momently), and again her 
shadow fell from her into the ebony water, and became 
absorbed into its blackness. And again and again she mafle 
the circuit of the island (while the sun rushed down to his 
slumbers;, and at each issuing into the light there was more 
sorrow about her per&on, while it grew feebler and far fainter 
and more indistinct, and at each passage into the gloom there 
fell from her a darker shade, which became whelmed in a 
shadow more black. But at length, when the sun had utterly 
departed, the Fay, now the mere ghost of her former self, 
wont disconsolately with her boat into the region of the ebony 
flood, and that she issued thence at all I cannot say, for dark¬ 
ness fell over all things, and I beheld her magical figure no 
more. 


THE POWER OF WORDS. 

Vinos. Pardon, Agathos, the weakness of a spirit new- 
fledged with immortality! 

Agatlws. You have spoken nothing, my Oinos, for which 
pardon is to be demanded. Not even here is knowledge a 
thing of intuition. For wisdom, ask of the angels freely, that 
it may be given! 

Oinos. But m this existence I dreamed that I should be at 
cognisant of all things, and thus at once happy in being 
cognisant of all. * 
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Agathos. Ab, not in knowledge is happiness, but in the 
acquisition of knowledge! In ffor cvor knowing, wo are for 
evor blessed; but to know all, were the curse of a fiend. 

Oinos. But does not The Most High know all ? 

Agathos.' That (since he is The Most Happy) must be still 
the one thing unknown even to Him. 

Oinos. But, since wo grow hourly in knowledge, must not 
at last all things bo known ? 

Agathos. Look down into the abysmal distances!—attempt 
to force the gaze down the multitudinous vistas of the stars, 
as we sweep slowly through them thus—and thus—and thus ! 
Even the spiritual vision, is it not at all points arrested by the 
continuous golden walls ol the universe!—the walls of tho 
myriads of the shining bodies that mere number has appeared 
to blend into unity ? 

Oinos. I clearly perceive that the infinity of matter is no 
dream. 

Agathos. There are no dreams in Aidenn—hut it is heio 
whispered that, of this infinity of matter, tho sole purpose is to 
afford infinite springs at wliich tho soul may allay the thirst 
to know wliich is for ever unquenchable within it—since to 
quench it would be to extinguish tho soul's self. Question 
me then, my Oinos, freely and without fear. Come ! wc will 
leave to the left the loud harmony of the Pleiades, and swoop 
outward from the throne into the starry meadows beyond 
Orion, where, for pansies and violets, and heartVeasc, are the 
beds of the triplicate and triple-tinted sunt*. 

Oinos. And now, Agathos, as we proceed, instruct me 1— 
apeak to me in the earth's familiar tones 1 I understand not 
what you hinted to me just now of the modes or of the 
methods of what, during mortality, we were accustomed to 
call Creation. Do you mean to say that the Creator is not 
Cod ? 

# . AjgeUhos. I mean to say that the Deity does not create. 

Okm. Explain! 

Agathos. In the beginning ojity, he created. The scfeitfhig 
creatures which are now throughout the universe so perpetually 
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springing into being can only bo considered as the mediate or 
indirect, not as the direct or immediate results of the Divine 
creative power. 

Oinos. Among men, my Agathos, this idea would be o$u* 
sidcred heretical in the extreme. 

Agathos . Among angels, my Oinos, it is seen to be simply 
true. 

Oinos. I can comprehend you thus far—that certain opera¬ 
tions of what wo term Nature, or the natural laws, will, under 
certain conditions, give rise to that which has all the appeaarmo* 
of creation. Shortly before the final overthrow of the earth, 
there were, I well remember, many very successful experiments 
in what some philosophers were \\ cak enough to denominate 
the creation of animal cula\ 

Agathos. The cases of which you speak were, in fact, 
instances of the secondary creation, and of the only species of 
creation which has ever been since the first word spoke into 
existence the first law. 

Oinos. Are not the starry worlds that, from the abyss of 
nonentity, burst hourly forth into the heavens—are not these 
stars, Agathos, the immediate handiwork of the King! 

Agathos. Let mo endeavour, my Oinos, to lead you, step 
by step, to the conception I intend. You are well aware that, 
as no thought can perish, so no act is without infinite result. 
We moved our hands, for example, when we were dwellers on 
the earth, and in so doing we gave vibration to the atmosphere 
which engirdled it. This vibration was indefinitely extended 
till it gave impulse to every particle of the earth’s air, which 
thenceforward, and for ever , was actuated by the one movement 
of Che hand. This fact the mathematicians of our globe well 
knew. They made the special effects, indeed, wrought in the 
fluid by special impulses, the subject of exact calculation—' 
that it became easy to determine iu what precise period JS& 
impulse of given extent would engirdle the orb, and impress 
(for ever) every atom of the atmosphere circumambient, tfa 
trflgr&ding, they foimd no difficulty, from a given effect^ under 
given conditions, in determining the value of the original, 
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impulse. Now the mathematicians who saw that the results 
of any given impulso were Absolutely endless — and who 
saw that a portion of these results were accurately traceable 
through the agency of algebraic analysis—who saw, too, the 
facility of.tho retrogradation—these men saw, at the same 
time, that this species of analysis itself had within itself a 
capacity for indefinite progress—that there were no bounds 
conceivable to its advancement and applicability, except 
within the intellect of him who advanced or applied it. But 
at this point our mathematicians paused. 

Oinos. And why, Agathos, should they have pro¬ 
ceeded ? 

Agathos. Because there were some considerations of deop 
interest beyond. It was deduciblo from wlut they knew, 
that to a being of infinite understanding—ono to whom the 
perfection of the algebraic analysis lay unfolded—there could 
be no difficulty m tracing every impulse given the air—and 
the other through the air — to the remotest consequences 
at any oven infinitely remote epoch of time. It is indeed 
demonstrable that every such impulso given the air , must in 
the end impress every individual thing that exists tnlhin the 
universe; —and the being of infinite understanding—the being 
whom we have imagined—might trace the remote undulations 
of the impulse—trace them upward and onward in their 
influences upon all particles of all matter — upward and 
oftward for ever in their modifications of old forms— 
or, in other words, in their creation of new —until ho found 
them reflected—unimpressive at last— back from the throne 
of the Godhead. And not only could Ruch a being do 
this, but at any epoch, should a given result be afforded him 
-—should one of these numberless comets, for example, be 
presented to his inspection—he could have no difficulty in 
determining, by the analytic retrogradation, to what original 
impnlpe it was due. This power of retrogradation in its 
absolute fulness and perfection—this faculty of referring at^aM 
epochs* all effects to all causes—is of course the prerogative 
of the Deity alone—but in every variety of degree, short bf 
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the absolute perfection, is the power itself exercised by the 
whole host of the Angelic Intelligences. 

Oinos. But you speak merely of impulses upon the air. 

Agathos. In speaking of the air, I referred only to the 
earth: btiL the general proposition has reference to impulses 
upon the ether—which, since it pervades, and alone pervades 
all space, is thus tin* great medium of creation. 

Oinos. Then all motion, of whatever nature, creates ? 

Agathos. It must: but a true philosophy has long taught 
that the source of all motion is thought—and tho source of all 
thought is— 

Oinos. God. 

Agatha*. 1 have spoken to you, Oinos, as to a child, of 

the fair Earth which lately perished—of impulse*, upon tho 
atmosphere of the earth. 

Oinos. You did. 

Agathos. Ami whilo I thus spoke, did there not cross 
your mind some thought of tho physical power of words ? Is 
not every word an impulse on the air ? 

Oinos. But why, Agathos, do you weep—and why, oh, 
why do your wings droop as we hover above this fair star— 
which is the greenest and yet most terrible of all we have 
encountered in our flight ? Its brilliant flowers look like a 
fairy dream—but its fiorce volcanoes like the passions of a 
turbulent heart. 

Agathos. They are/ —thoy are / This wild star—it is 
now three centuries since, with clasped hands, and with 
streaming eyes, at the feet of my beloved—1 spoke it—with 
a few passionate sentences—into birth. Its brilliant flowers 
are the dearest of all unfulfilled dreams, ami its raging 
volcanoes are the passions of the most turbulent and un¬ 
hallowed of hearts! 
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Those tilings are in the future. 

Sophocles —A ntig. 


Una. “ Born again ?" 

Monos. Yes, fairest and best beloved Una, “born again/ 1 
These were the words upon whoso mystical meaning J had 
so long pondered, rejecting the explanations of tho priesthood, 
until Death itself resolved for mo the secret. 

Una. Death! 

Monos. How strangely, sweet Una, you echo my words! 
I observe, too, a vacillation in your step, a joyous inquietude 
in your eyes. You are confused and oppressed by the majestic 
novelty of tho Life Eternal. Yes, it was of Death I spoke. 
And hero how singularly sounds that word which of old was 
wont to bring terror to all hearts, throwing a mildew upon all 
pleasures! 

Una. Ah, Death, the spectre which sate at all foasts! 
How often, Monos, did we lose ourselves in speculations upon 
its nature! How mysteriously did it act as a check to human 
bliss, saying unto it, “ thus far, and no farther! ” That earnest 
mutual love, my own Monos, which burned within our bosoms, 
how vainly did we flatter ourselves, feeling hstppy in its first 
ppspringing that our happiness would strengthen with its 
strength 1 Alas, as it grew, so grew in our hearts the dread 
of that evil hour which was hurrying to separate us for ever! 
Thus in time it became painful to love. Hate would have 
been mercy then. 

Monos. Speak not here of these griefs, dear Una—mine, 
mine for ever now! 

Una. But the memory of past sorrow, is it not present 
joy! I have much to say yet of the things which have been. 
Above all, I burn to know the incidents of your own parage 
fhrough the dark Valley and Shadow. 
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Monos . And when did the radiant Una ask anything ofj 
her Monos in vain ? I will be«minute in relating alt, bat at 
what point f-liall the wciid narrative begin 1 
Urn. At w hat point ? 

Monos. You have said. 

JJnn. Monos, I comprehend you. In Death we nave both 
learned the propensity of man to define the indefinable. 
I will not say, then, commence with the moment of life’s 
cessation—but commence with that sad, sad instant when, 
the fever having abandoned jou, jou sank into a breathless 
and motionhss torpor, and I piesscd down your pallid eyelids 
with the passionate fingers of love. 

Mont*. One word first, my Una, in legard to man’s 
general condition at this epoch. You will remember that one 
or two of the wise among our forefathers—wise in fact, 
although not in the world’s esteom—had ventured to doubt 
the propnety of the term “improvement,” as applied to the 
progress of our civilisation. There were periods in each of 
the fivo or six centuries immediately preceding our dissolution 
when arose some vigorous intellect, boldly contending for 
those principles whose truth appears now, to our disen* 
franchised reason, so utterly obvious—principles which should 
have taught our race to submit to the guidance of the natural 
laws rather than attempt their control. At long intervals 
some master-minds appeared, looking upon each advance in 
practical science as a retrogradation in the true utility. 
Occasionally the poetic intellect—that intellect which we now 
feel to have been the most exalted of all—since those truths 
which to us were of the most enduring importance could only 
be readied by that analogy which speaks in proof-tones to the 
imagination alone, and to the unaided reason hoars no weight 
—occasionally did this poetic intellect proceed a step farther 
in the evolving of the vague idea of the philosophic, and find 
in the mystic parable that tells of the tree of knowledge, and 
its forbidden fruit, death-producing, a distinct intimation 
that-knowledge was not meet for man in the infant condition 
of his soul And these men—the poets—living and pertehing 
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'amid the scorn of the M utilitarians "—of rough porlants, who 
arrogated to themselves a title which could have been properly 
applied only to the scorned—theto men, the poets, pondered 
piningly, yet not unwisely, upon the ancient days when our 
wants wese not nioro simple than our enjoyments were keen 
-—days when ninth was a word unknown, so solemnly deop- 
toned was happiness—holy, august, and blissful days, when 
blue rivers ran undammed, between hills unhewn, into far 
forest solitudes, primaeval, odorous, and unexplored. Yot 
these noble exceptions from the general misrule served but to 
strengthen it by opposition. Ala*>! we had fallen upon the 
most evil of all our evil days. The great “moxement”—that 
was the cant term—went on: a diseased commotion, moral 
and physical. Ait—the Aits—arose supreme, and once 
enthroned, cast chains upon the intellect which had elevated 
them to power. Man, because ho could not hut acknowledge 
the majesty of Nature, fell into childish exultation at his 
acquired and still-increasing dominion over her elements. 
Even while ho stalked a God in his own fan< y, an infantine 
imbecility came over him. As might be supposed liom the 
origin of his disorder, he grew infected wdtli system, and with 
abstraction. Ho enwrapped liimscif in generalities. Among 
other odd ideas, that of universal equality gained ground: and 
in the face of analogy and of God—in despite of the loud 
warning voice of the laws of gradation so visibly pervading 
oil things in Earth and Heaven—wild attempts at an omni- 
"prevalent Democracy were made. Yet this evil sprang 
necessarily from the leading evil, Knowledge. Man could 
nbt both know and succumb. Meantime huge smoking cities 
arose, innumerable. Green leaves shrank before the hot 
breath of furnaces. The fair face of Nature was deformed as 
With the ravages of some loathsome disease. And methinks, 
frweot Una, even our slumbering sense of the forced and of 
the far-fetched might have arrested us here. But now it 
appears that we had worked out our own destruction in* the 
Jtervqpsion of our taste , or rather in the blind neglect of its 
Ottlture in the schools. For, in truth, it was at this cridis 



134 


PROSE POEMS. 


that taste alone—that faculty ujjhich, holding a middle position 
between the puio intellect and the moral sense, could never 
safely have been clisregaiiled—it was now that taste alone 
could have led 11 s gently back to Beauty, to Nature, and to 
Lift'. But alas for the puie contemplative spirit and majestic 
intuition of Plato I Alas for the fiovcriKrj which he justly 
regarded as an all-sufficient education for the soul! Alas for 
him arul for it!—since botli were most desperately needed 
when both were most entirely forgotten or despised.* 

Pascal, a philosopher whom we both love, has said, how 
truly!—-“(>«<* tout not re uusonnement se riduit it defer an 
t,eniimeni,” and it is not impossible that the sentiment of 
tho natuial, lud time permitted it, would have regained its 
obi ascendency over the harsh mathematical reason of the 
schools. But this thing was not to he. Prematurely induced 
by intemperance of knowledge, the old age of tho world drew 
near. This the mass of mankind saw not, or, living lustily 
although unhappily, affected not to see. Bnt, for myself, the 
Earth's records had taught me to look for widest rain as the 
price of highest civilisation. T had imbihod a prescience of 
our Fate from comparison of China the simple and enduring, 
with Assyria the architect, witli Egypt the astrologer, with 
Nubia, more crafty than either, the turbulent mother of all 


* “It will l»e haul to discovei a Ik ttei [method of equation] than that 
which tho experience of so many nges has already discovered ; and this 
may be summed up as consisting in gymnastics for the body, and music 
lor tho soul.”—Repub. lib. ‘2. “For thi* 1 cason is a musical education 
most esMiitml; since it oausts Rhythm and Harmony to penetrate most 
mtiriuiTifv into tho soul, taking the stiongest hold upon it, filling it with 
beauty and m iking the man beautiful-minded. ... He will praise and 
admito the beautiful, wiH receive it with joy into his soul, will feed upon 
it, and assimilate hit own condition with it.” — Ibid. lib. 3. Music 
(p»v*i»n) had, however, among the Athenians, a far more comprehensive 
signification than with us. it included not only the harmonies of time 
and of tune, but the poetic diction, sentiment and creation, each in its 
widest sense. The study of music was with them, in fact, the general 
cultivation of the taste—of that which recognises the beautiful—in Contra* 
distinction from reason, which deals only with the true. 
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Arts. In the history * of theso regions I mot with a ray from 
the Future. The individual artificialities of the throe latter 
were local diseases of the Karth, and in their individual over¬ 
throws we had won local remedies applied; but for the 
infected yorld at large 1 could anticipate no regeneration 
save in death. That man, as a race, should not become 
extinct, I saw that lie must bo “ horn again” 

And now it was, fairest and dearest, that wo wrapped our 
spirits, daily, in dreams. Mow it was that, in twilight, we 
discoursed of the days to come, when the Art-scarred surface 
of the Earth, having undergone that purification f which alone 
could efface its rectangular obscenities, should clothe itself 
anew in the verdure and the mountain-slopes and the smiling 
wators of Paradise, and be rendered at length a fit dwelling- 
place for man:—for man the Death-purged—for man to whose 
now exalted intellect there should be poison in knowledge 
no more — for the redeemed, regenerated, blissful, and now 
immortal, but still for the material, man. 

Una. Well do 1 remember these conversations, dear Monos; 
but the epoch of the fiery overthrow was not so near at hand 
as wc believed, and as the corruption you indicate did surely 
warrant us in believing. Men lived; and died individually. 
You yourself sickened, and passed into the grave; and thither 
your constant Una speedily followed you. And though the 
century which lias since elapsed, and whoso conclusion brings 
^ us thus together once more, tortured our slumbering senses 
with no impatience of duration, yet, my Monos, it was a 
century still. 

Monos. Say, rather, a point in the vague infinity. Unques¬ 
tionably, it was in the Earth's dotage that I died. Wearied 
at heart with anxieties which had their origin in the general 
turmoil and decay, I succumbed to the fierce fever. After 
some few days of pain, aud many of dreamy delirium replete 
with ecstasy, the manifestations of which you mistook for 

* ‘‘History,’' from <«?«/»»», to contemplate. « 

, *h 'She word “purification” seems* here to bo used with reference to its 
root in the Greek *t>f, fire. 
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pain, while X longed but was impotent to undeceive you— 
after some days there came <■ lpon me, as you have said, a 
breathless and motionless torpor; and this was termed Death* 
by those who stood around me. 

Words are vague things. My condition did not deprive me 
of sentience. It appeared to me not greatly dissimilar to the 
extreme quiescence of him, who, having sluinbeied long and 
profoundly, lying motionless and fully prostrate m a mid¬ 
summer noon, begins to steal slowly hack into consciousness, 
tlnough the mere sufliciency of his sleep, and without being 
awakened by external disturbances. 

X breathed no longei. The pulses were still. The heart 
had ceased to beat. Volition had not departed, but was 
powerless. The senses were unusually active, although eccen¬ 
trically so—as&uming often ca'di other’s functions at random. 
The taste and the smell wore inextricably confounded, and 
became one sentiment, abnormal and intense. The rose-water 
with which your tenderness had moistened in y lips to the last, 
affected me with sweet fancies of llowers—fantastic flowers, 
far more lovely than any of the old Earth, but whose proto¬ 
types we have here blooming around us. The eyelids, trans¬ 
parent and bloodless, offered no complete impediment to 
vision. As volition was in abeyance, the balls could not roll 
in their sockets—but ail objects within the range of the visual 
hemisphere were seen with more or less distinctness; the raya 
which fell upon the external retina, or into the corner of the 
eye, producing a more vivid effect than those which struck the 
front or interior suiface. Yet, in the former instance, this 
effect was so far anomalous that I appreciated it only as sound 
—souiyl sweet or discordant as the matters presenting them¬ 
selves at my bide were light or dark in shade—curved or 
angular in outline. The hearing, at the same time, although 
excited in degree, was not irregular in action—estimating real 
sounds with an extravagance of precision, not less than of 
sensibility. Touch had undergone a modification more peculiar* 
Its impressions wtio tardily received, but pertinaciously re¬ 
tained, and resulted always in the highest physical pleasure. * 
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Thus the pressure of your sweet fingers upon my eyelids, at 
first only recognised through vision, at length, long after their 
removal, filled my whole being with a sensual delight im¬ 
measurable. 1 say with a sensual delight. All my perceptions 
were purely sensual. The materials furnished the passive 
brain by the senses were not in the least degree wrought into 
shape by the deceased understanding. Of pain there was 
some little; of pleasure there was much; but of moral pain or 
ploasure none at all. Thus your wild sobs floated into my car 
with all their mournful cadences, and weio appreciated in 
their every variation of sad tone; but they were soft musical 
sounds and no more ; they conveyed to the extinct reason no 
intimation of the* sorrows which gave them biith; while largo 
and constant tears which fell upon my face, telling the 
bystanders of a heart which broke, thrilled every fibre of iny 
frame with ecstasy alone. Ami this was in truth the Death of 
which these bystanders spoke reverently, in low whispers— 
you, sweet Una, gaspingly, with loud cries. 

They attired me for the coffin—three or four datk figures 
which flitted busily to and fro. As these crossed the direct 
line of my vision they affected me as forms ; but upon passing 
to my side their images impressed me with the idea of shrieks, 
groans, and other dismal expiessions of terror, of horror, or 
of woe. You alone, habited in a white robe, passed in all 
directions musically about. 

The day waned; and, as its light faded away, I became 
possessed by a vague uneasiness—an anxiety such as the 
sleeper feels when sad real sounds fall continuously within bis 
ear—low distant bell-tones, solemn, at long but equal intervals, 
and commingling with melancholy dreams. Night arrived; 
and with its shadows a*heavy discomfort. It oppressed my 
limbs with the oppression of some dull weight, and was 
palpable. There was also a moaning sound, not unlike the 
distant reverberation of surf, but more continuous, which, 
beginning with the first twilight, had grown in strength with 
tjtfe darkness. Suddenly lights were brought into the rosin, 
And this reverberation became forthwith interrupted into 
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frequent unequal buihts of the same sound, but less dreary 
and less distinct. The pondAous oppression was in a great 
measure relumed; and, issuing from the llamc of each lamp 
(for there weie ninny) there flowed unbrokenly into my ears a 
strain of melodious monotone. And when now* dear Una, 
approaching the bed upon which I lay outstietclied, you sat 
gently by my bide, breathing odour from your sweet lips, and 
pressing them upon my brow, there arose tremulously within 
my bosom, and mingling with the merely physical sensations 
which circumstances had called foith, a something akin to 
sentiment itself—a feeling that, half appreciating, half responded 
to your earnest love and sorrow; but this feeling took no root 
in the pulseless heart, and seemed indeed lather a shadow 
than a reality, and faded quickly away, fh^t into extreme 
quiescence, and then into a purely sensual pleasure as before. 

And now, from the wreck and the chaos of the usual senses, 
there appeared to have arisen within me a sixth, all perfect. 
In its exercise i found a wild delight—yet a delight still 
physical, inasmuch as the understanding had in it no part. 
Motion in the animal frame had fully ceased. No muscle 
quivered; no nerve thrilled j no artery throbbed. But there 
soemod to have sprung up in the brain that of which no words 
could convey to the merely human intelligence even an indis> 
tinct conception. Let me term it a mental pendulous pulsation. 
It was the moral embodiment of man’s abstract idea of Time. 
By the absolute equalization of this movement—or of such as 
this—had the cycles of the firmamental orbs themselves been 
adjusted. By its aid I measured the irregularities of the 
clock upon the mantel, and of the watches of the attendants. 
Their tickings came sonorously to jny ears. The slightest 
deviations from the true proportion—and these deviations 
were omniprcvalent—affected me just as violations of abstract 
truth were wont on earth to affect the moral sense. Although 
no two of the timepieces in the chamber struck the individual 
seconds accurately together, yet 1 had no difficulty in holding 
steadily in jniud the tones, and the respective moiqpnt&ry 
errors of *each. And this—this keen, perfect self-ekisting 
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sentiment of duration —this sentiment existing (as man could 
not possibly have conceived it to exist) independently of any 
succession of events—this idea—this sixth sense, upspringing 
from the ashes of the rest, was the first obvious and certain 
step of the Bitemporal soul upon the threshold of the temporal 
eternity. 

It was midnight; and you still sat by my side. All others 
had departed from the chamber of Death. They bad deposited 
me in the coflin. The lamps burned flickeringly; for this I 
knew by the tremulousnoss of the monotonous strains. But 
suddenly these strains diminished in distinctness and in volume. 
Finally they ceased. The perfume in my nostrils died away. 
Forms affected my vision no longer. The oppression of the 
« Darkness uplifted itself from my bosom. A dull shot like that 
of electricity pervaded my frame, and was followed by total 
loss of the idea of contact. All of what man has termed sense 
was merged in the sole consciousness of entity, and in the one 
abiding sentiment of duration. The mortal body had been at 
length stricken with the hand of the deadly /Aw//. 

Vet had not all of sentience departed ; for the consciousness 
and the sentiment remaining supplied some of its functions by 
a lethargic intuition. I appreciated the direful change now in 
operation upon the flesh, and, as the dreamer is sometimes 
aware of the bodily presence of one who leans over him, so, 
sweet Una, 1 still dully felt that you sat by my* side. So, too, 
when the noon of the second day came, I was not unconscious 
of those movements which displaced you from my side, which 
confined me within the coffin, which deposited me within the 
hearse, which boro me to the grave, which lowered me within 
it, which heaped heavily the mould upon me, and which thus 
left me, in blackness and corruption, to my sad and solemn 
slumbers with the worm. 

And here in the prison-house which has few secrets to dis¬ 
pose, there rolled away days and weeks and months ; and tho 
soul Watched narrowly each second as it flew, and, without 
effort, Jtook record of its flight—without effort and without 
object, • 
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A year passed. The consciousness of bring had grown hourly 
more indistinct, and that of ^iere locality had in great measure , 
usurped its position. The idea of entity was becoming merged 
in that of place. The narrow space immediately surrounding ! 
what had been the body was now growing to be the body itself. / 
At length, as often happens to the sleeper (by sleep and itar 
world alone is Death imaged)—at length, as sometimes happened 
on Earth to the deep slumbercr, when some hitting light half 
startled him into awaking, yet left him half enveloped in 
dreams—so to me, in the strict embrace of the Shadow , came 
that light which alone might have liad power to startle—'the 
dight of enduring Love. Men toiled at the grave in which I 
lay darkling. They upthrew the damp earth. Upon my 
mouldering bones there descended the coffin of Una. 

And now again all was void. That nebulous light had been 
extinguished. That feeble thrill had vibrated itself into 
quiescence. Many lustra had supervened. Dust had roturned 
to dust. The worm had food no more. The sense of being 
bad at length utterly departed, and there reigned in its stead 
—instead of all things, dominant and perpetual—the autocrats 
Place and Time. For that which was not —for that which had 
no form—for that which had no thought—for that which had 
no sentience—for that which was soundless, yet of which 
matter formed no portion—for all this nothingness, yet for all 
this immortality, the grave was still a home, and the corrosive 
hours, co-mates. 


THE CONVERSATION OF EIROS AND CHARMION. 

* 

IIvp ru 

I will bring fire to thee. 

Euripides.—Andronu 

Eiros. Why do you call me Eiros ? 

Charmion. So henceforward will you always be called. Tott 
must forgot, too, my earthly name, and speak to mo «$ 
Charmion, * 1 * 
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Mires. This is indeed no dream 1 

Charmion. Dreams are with Vis no more;—but of these 
mysteries anon. I rejoice to see you looking life-like and 
rational The film of the shadow has already passed from otf 
your eyes. Be of heart, ami fear nothing. Your allotted days 
of stupor have expired, and to-morrow I will myself induct 
you into the full joys and \\ onders of your novel existence. 

Eiros. True—I feel no stupor—none at all. The wild 
sickness and the terrible darkness have left me, and I hear no 
longer that mad, rushing, horrible sound, like the “ voice of 
many waters.” Yet my senses are bewildered, Charmion, 
with the keenness of their perception of the new. 

Charmion. A few days will remove all this;—but I fully 
understand you, and feel for you. It is now ten earthly yeais 

* since I underwent what you undergo—yet the remembrance of 
it hangs by me still. You have now suffered all of pain, 

* however, which you will suffer in Aid win. 

Miros. In Aidenn ? 

Charmion. In Aidenn. 

Eiros. O God!—pity me, < Jharmion!—I am overburthened 
with the majesty of all things—of the unknown now known— 
of the speculative Future merged in the august and certain 
Present. 

Charmion. —Grapple not now with such thoughts. To¬ 
morrow we will speak of this. Your mind w,avers, and its 
agitation will find relief in the exercise of simple memories. 
Look not around, nor forward—but back. I am burning with 
anxiety to hear the details of that stupendous event which 
threw you among us. Tell mo of it. Let us converse of 
familiar things, in the old familiar language of the world which 
has so fearfully perished. 

Miros* Most fearfully, fearfully!—this is indeed no dream. 

Charmion. Dreams are no more. Was I much mourned, 
my Biros? 

> Eiros. Mourned, Charmion?—oh, deeply. To that last 
hour of a 1 there hung a cloud of intense gloom and devout 
’ sorrow over your household. 
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Charmion. And that last hour—speak of it Bom ember 
that, beyond the naked fact c|f the catastrophe itself, I know 
nothing. When, coining out from among mankind, I passed 
into Night through the Grave—at that period, if I remember 
aright, the calamity which overwhelmed you was utterly 
unanticipated. But, indeed, I knew little of the- speculative 
philosophy of the day. 

Eiros .—The individual calamity was, as you say, entirely 
unanticipated; but analogous misfortunes had been long a 
subject of discussion with astronomeis. I need scarce tell you, 
my friend, that, even when you left us, men had agreed to 
understand those passages in the most holy writings which 
speak of the final destruction of all things by fire as having 
reference to the orb of the earth alone. But in regard to the 
immediate agency of the ruin, speculation had been at fault ' 
from that epoch in astronomical knowledge in which the 
comets wore divested of the terrors of flame. The very 
moderate density of these bodies had been well established. 
They had been observed to pass among the satellites of Jupi ter 
without bringing about any sensible alteration either in the 
masses or in the orbits of these secondary planets. Wo had 
long regarded the wanderers as vapoury creations of incon¬ 
ceivable tenuity, and as altogether incapable of doing injury 
to our substantial globe, even in the event of contact. But 
contact was not in any degree dreaded; for the elements of all 
the comets were accurately known. That among them we 
should look for the agency of the threatened fiery destruction 
had been for many years considered an inadmissible idea. But 
wonders and wild fancies had been of late days strangely rife 
amang mankind; and, although it was only with a few of the 
ignorant that actual apprehension prevailed, upon the announce¬ 
ment by astronomers of a new comet, yet this announcement 
was generally received with I know not what of agitation and 
mistrust. 

Tho elements of the strange orb were immediately calculated, 
and was at once conceded by all observers that its path, at 
perihelion, would bring it into very close proximity with fcfjd * 
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earth, There were two or three astronomers of secondary 
note who resolutely maintainedS,that a contact was inevitable. 
I cannot very well express to you the effect of this intelligence 
upon the people. For a few short days they would not believo 
an assertion which their intellect, so long employed among 
worldly considerations, could not in any manner grasp. But 
the truth of a vitally important fact soon makes its way into 
the understanding of oven the most stolid. Finally, all men 
saw that astronomical knowledge lied not, and they awaited 
the comet. Its approach was not at first seemingly rapid, nor 
was its appear an co of very unusual character. It was of a 
dull red, and had little perceptible train. For seven or eight, 
days we saw no material increase in its apparent diameter, and 
hut a partial alteration in its colour. Meantime, the ordinary 
affairs of men were discarded, and all interest absorbed in a 
growing discussion instituted by the philosophic in respect to 
the cometary nature. Even the grossly ignorant aroused their 
sluggish capacities to such considerations. The learned now 
gave their intellect—their soul—to no such points as the 
allaying of fear, or to the sustenance of loved theory. They 
sought—they panted for right views. They groaned for per¬ 
fected knowledge. Truth arose in the purity of her strength 
and exceeding majesty, and the wise bowed down and 
adored. 

That material injury to our globe or to its inhabitants would 
result from the apprehended contact was an opinion which 
hourl j lost ground among the wise; and the wise wore now 
freely permitted to rule the reason and the fancy of the crowd. 
It was demonstrated that the density of the comet’s nucleus 
was far less than that of our rarest gas; and the harmless 
passage of a similar visitor among the satellites of Jupiter was 
a point strongly insisted upon, and which served greatly to 
alky terror. Theologists, with an earnestness fear-enkindled, 
.dwelt upon the biblical prophecies, and expounded them to the 
people with a directness and simplicity of which no previous 
instance had been known. That the final destruction of the 
egfth must be brought about by the agency of fire, was urged 
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with a spirit that enforced everywhere conviction; and that 
the comets were of no fiery nature (as all men now knew) was 
a truth which relieved all, in a great measure, from the * 
apprehension of the great calamity foretold. It is noticeable 
that the popular prejudices and vulgar errors iij regard to 
pestilences and wars—errors which were wont to prevail upon 
every appearance of a comet—wero now altogether unknown, 
as if by some sudden convulsive exertion reason had at once 
hnrlod superstition from her throne. The feeblest intellect 
had derived vigour from excessive interest. 

Wit at minor evils might arise from the contact were points 
of elaborate question. The learned spoke of slight geological dis¬ 
turbances, of probable alterations in climate, and consequently 
in vegetation; of possible magnetic and electric influences. , 
Many held that no visible or perceptible effect would in any 
manner be produced. While such discussions were going on, 
their subject gradually approached, growing larger in apparent 
diameter, and of a more brilliant lustre. Mankind grew paler 
as it came. All human operations were suspended. 

Thero was an epoch in the course of the general sentimeut 
when the comet had attained, at length, a size surpassing 
that of any previously recorded visitation. The people now, 
dismissing any lingering hope that the astronomers were wrong, 
experienced all the certainty of evil. The chimerical aspect 
of their terror was gone. The hearts of the stoutest of our 
race beat violently within their bosoms. A very few days 
suffered, however, to merge even such feelings in sentiments 
more unendurable. We could no longer apply to the strange 
orb ^my accustomed thoughts. Its historical attributes had 
disappeared. It oppressed us with a hideous novelty of emotion. 
We saw it not as an astronomical phenomenon in the heavens, 
but as an incubus upon our hearts and a shadow upon our 
brains. It had taken, with unconceivable rapidity, the, 
character of a gigantic mantle of rare flame, extending from., 
horizon to horizon. 

Yet a day, and men breathed with greater freedom. Jt was ' 
clear that wo were already within the influence of the Comet; 1 
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yet wo lived. Wo even felt an unusual elasticity of frame anil 
vivacity of mind. The exceed 1 5kg tenuity of tho object of our 
dread was apparent; for all heavenly objects were plainly 
visible through it. Meantime, our vegotalion had perceptibly 
altered; mid we gained faith, from this predicted circumstance, 
in the foresight of the wise. A wild luxuriance of foliage, 
utterly unknown before, burst out upon overy vegetable thing. 

Yet another day—and the evil was not altogether upon us. 
It was now evident that its nucleus would first roach us. A 
wild change had come over all men; and the first sense of pain 
was tho wild signal for geueral lamentation and horror. The 
first sense of pain lay in a rigorous constriction of tho breast 
and lungs, and an insufferable dryness of the skin. It could 
not be denied that our atmosphere was radically affected; the 
conformation of this atmosphere and the possible modifications 
to which it might be subjected, were now tho topics of dis¬ 
cussion. The re ulb of investigation sent an electric thrill of 
tho intensest terror through the universal heart of man. 

It had been long known that the air which encircled us was 
a compound of oxygen and nitrogen gases, in tho proportion 
of twenty-one measures of oxygen and seventy-nine of nitrogen 
in every one hundred of the atmosphere. Oxygen, which was 
the principle of combustion, and the vehicle of heat, was 
absolutely necessary to the support of animal life, and was tho 
most powerful and energetic agent in nature.. Nitrogen, on 
the contrary, was incapable of supporting either animal life or 
fiame. An unnatuial excess of oxygen would result, it had 
been ascertained, in just such an elevation of the animal spirits 
ns we had latterly experienced. It was the pursuit, the extension 
of the idea, which had engendered awe. What would be the 
result of a total extraction of the nitmg<n? A combustion 
irresistible, all-devouring, omni-prevalent, immediate;—the 
entire fulfilment, in all their minute and terrible details, of the 
fiery and horror-inspiring denunciations of tho prophecies of 
the Holy Book. 

Why need I paint, Charmion, tho now discnchaincd frenzy 
$ mankind ? That tenuity in the comet which had previously 
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inspired us with hope, was now^the source of the bitterness of 
despair. In its impalpable gaseous chaiactcr we clearly per¬ 
ceived the con«mmnation of Fate. Meantime a day again 
passed-- bearing away with it the last shadow of Hope. Wc 
gasped in the rapid modification of the air. The red blood 
bounded tumultuously through its strict channels. * A furious 
delirium possessed all moil; and with arms rigidly outstretched 
towards the threatening heavens, they trembled ami shrieked 
aloud. But tho nucleus of the destroyer was now upon us;— 
even here in Aidenn I shudder while I speak. Let me bo 
brief—brief as the ruin that overwhelmed. For a moment 
there was a wild lurid light alone, visiting and penetrating all 
things. Then—let us how down, ('hurmiou, before tho exces¬ 
sive majesty of tho great God! —then, there came ashouting 
and per\nding sound, a-* if from tho mouth itself of IIlM; 
while the whole incumbent mass of ether in which we existed, 
lmist at omo into a speiies of iiitensi* Maine, for whose sur¬ 
passing brilliancy and all-fervid heat even the angels in th*> 
high I haven of pure knowledge have no name. Thus ended 

nil 


S1IMWW.-A PAYABLE. 

Ytsi 1 though 1 walk thioiurli tlK valley of the Shadow. 

— f\nh •>/ 

Vk who read are still .among the living; but T who write 
sliall have long since gone my way into the region of shadows. 
For indeed strange tilings shall happen, and secret things be 
know 14 , and many centuries shall pass away, ere these memorials 
be seen of men. And, when scon, there will be some to dis- 
belicv e and some to doubt, and yet. a few who will find much 
to jtouder upon in the characters here graven with a stylus of 
iron. 

Tho year had been a year of terror, ;.nd of feelings more 
intense than terror for which thero is no name upon the earth. 
For many prodigies and signs had taken place, and far and 
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wide, over sea and land, th^black wings of the Pestilence 
were spread abroad. To thoso.^ nevertheless, cunning in the 
stars, it was not unknown that the heavens wore an aspect of 
ill; and to me, the Greek Omos, among others, it was evident 
that now had arrived the alternation of that seven hundred 
and ninety-fourth year when, at the entrance of Aries, the 
planet Jupiter is enjoined with the red ring of the terrible 
iSatumus. The peculiar spint of the skies, if 1 mistake not 
greatly, made itself manifest, not onh in the physical orb of 
the earth, hut m the souls, imaLunations, and meditations ot 
mankind 

Over sonic flasks of the led Chian wine, within the walls of 
a noble hall, in a dim citv called Ptoleniais, wo sat, at night, a 
company of st von. And to our chamber there was no entrance 
rave by a lofty do**r of bia«s: and the door wa* fashioned by 
the artisan Corinnus, and, being of rare workmanship, was 
fastened from within. Black draperies, likewi.se, in the gloomy 
room, shut out fiom our view the moon, the lurid stars, and 
the pcoplcless streets—hut the boding and the memo* y of Evil, 
they would not he so excluded. There wvre things around 
us and about of which l can render no distinct account - 
tilings material and spiritual—heaving in the atmosphere— 
a sense of sullocatiou—anxiety—and, above all, that terrible 
state of existence which the neivous experience when the 
senses are keenly living and awake, and mcauwlplo the powers 
of thought lie dormant. A dead weight hung upon us. it 
hung upon our limbs—upon the household furniture—upon 
the goblets from which we diank; and all things were de¬ 
pressed, and borne down thereby—all things sa\o only the 
flames of the seven iron lamps which illumine* 1 our revel. 
Uprearing themsehos in tall slender linos of light, they thus 
remained burning all pallid and motionless; ami in the mirror 
which their lustre formed upon the round table of ebony at 
which we sat each of us there assembled beheld the pallor of 
)b|s own countenance, and the unquiet glare in the downcast 
qyes of his companions. Yet we laughed and were merry in 
pur popper way—which was hysterical; and sang the songs of 
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Anacreon—which are madness; and drank deeply—although 
the purple wine reminded u* of blood. For there was yet 
another tenant of our chamber in the person of young Zoiloa 
Dead and at full length lie lay, enshrouded;—the genius and 
the demon of the scene. Alas! he bore no portion in our 
mirth, save that his countenance, distorted, with die plague* 
and his eyes in which Death had but half extinguished the fire 
of the pestilence, soomed to take such an interest in our merri¬ 
ment as the dead may Imply take in the merriment of those 
who are to die. But although I, Oinoa, felt that the eyes of 
the departed wore upon me, still I forced im self not to per¬ 
ceive the bitterness of their expression, and gazing down 
steadily into the depths of the ebony mirror, sang with a loud 
mul sonorous voice the songs of the son of Tcm But 
gradually my songs they ceased, and their echoes, rolling afar 
olF among the sable draperies of the chamber, became weak, 
ami undistmgnibhable, and so faded away. And lo! from 
among those sable draperies, wliero the sounds of the song 
departed, there came forth a dark and undefined shadow—a 
shadow such as the moon, when low m heaven, might fashion 
from the figure of a man: but it was the shadow neither of 
man, nor of God, nor of any familiar thing. And quivering 
awlnlo among the draperies of the room, it at length rested in 
full view upon the surface of the door of brass. But the 
sliadow waj vague, and formless, and indefinite, and was the 
shadow neither of man nor God—neither God of Greece, nor 
God of t’haldcea, nor any Egyptian God. And the shadow 
rested upon the brazen doorway, and under the arch of the 
entablature of the door and moved not, nor spoke any word, 
but J-lierc became stationary and remained. And the door 
whereupon the shadow rested was, if I remember aright, over 
against tho feet of the young Zoilus enshrouded. But WO, 
the seven there assembled, having seen the shadow as it came 
out from among the draperies, dared not steadily behold it, 
tyufc cast down our eyes, and gazed continually into the depths , 

6 &e mirror of ebony. And at length I, Oinos, speaking/ 
06 low words, demanded of the shadow its dwelling and 
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appellation. And the shadow answered, “ I am SHADOW, 
and my dwelling is near to th6 Catacombs of Vtolemais, and 
hard by those dim plains of H elusion which border upon tho 
foul Charonian canal.” Ami then did we, the seven, start fiom 
our neats in horror, and stand trembling, and shuddering, and 
aghast: for tho tones in the voice of tho shadow wore not 
the tones of any one being, but of a multitude of beings, and 
varying ill their cadences from syllable to syllable, fell duskily 
upon our ears in the well rcmembeied and familiar accents of 
many thousand dopatled friends. 


SILENCE.—A FABLE. 


'fci ilovriv V of wv K»?v$ai ti **i ifjrptty y if 
ITfjttf r* km X't’pttipcu AlfMW, 

The mountain pinnarli's slumber ; sallcys, ciags, and ( a\cs are tiihut, 

tl Lisien to me” said the Demon, as ho placed his hand 
upon my head. “The region of which I speak i> a dieary 
region in Libya, by tho borders of the liver Zaire. And 
there is no quiet there, nor silence. 

“Tho waters of the river have a Hadron and sickly hue; 
and they flow not onward to the sea, but palpitate for ever 
and for ever beneath the red eye of the sun with a tumul¬ 
tuous and convulsive motion. For many miles ou either side 
of the river's oozy bed is a pale desert of gigantic water- 
lilies. They sigh one unto the other in that solitude, and 
stretch towards the heaven their long and ghastly neckb, and 
nod to and fro their everlasting heads. And there is an 
-indistinct murmur which cometh out from among them like 
tbe rushing of subterrene water. And they sigh one unto the 

-OtW * 

M But there is a boundary to their realm—the boundary of 
file dajk, horrible, lofty forest. There, like the waves about 
the Hebrides, the low underwood is agitated continually* 
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But there is no wind throughout the heaven. And the tall 
primeval trees rock eternally hither and thither with a 
crashing and mighty sound. And from their high summits, 
one by one, drop everlasting dews. And at the roots, strange 
poisonous flowers lie writhing in perturbed slumber. And 
overhead, with a rustling and loud noise, the .grey clouds 
rush wcstwardly for ever, until they roll, a cataract, over the 
fiery wall of the horizon. But there is no wind throughout 
the heaven. And by the shores of the river Zaire there is 
neither quiet nor silence. 

“ It was night, and the rain fell; and, falling, it was rain, 
but, having fallen, it was blood. And I stood in the morass 
among the tall lilies, and the rain fell upon my head—and 
the lilies sighed one unto the other in the solemnity of their 
desolation. 

“ Arid, all at once, the moon arose through the thin ghastly 
mist, and was crimson in colour. Ami mino eyes fell upon a 
huge grey rock which stood by the shore of tho river, and 
was lighted by the light of tho moon. And the rock was 
grey, and ghastly, and tall,—and the rock was grey. Upon 
its front were characters engraven in the stone; and I walked 
through the morass of water-lilies, until I came close unto the 
shore, that 1 might read tho characters upon the stone. But 
1 could not decipher them. And I was going back iuto the 
morass, when tho moon shone with a fuller red, and I turned 
and looked again upon the rock, and upon tho characters 
and the characters were DESOLATION. 

“ And I looked upwards, and there stood a man upon tho 
summit of the rock ; and I hid myself among tho water-lilies 
that I might discover the actions of the man. And the man 
was tall and stately in form, and was wrapped up from his 
shoulders to his feet in the toga of old Rome. And the oufc 
Jines of his figure were indistiuct—but his features were the 
features of a deity; for the mantle of the night, and of the 
mist, and of the moon, and of the dew, had left uncovered th& 
features of his face. And his brow was lofty with though^ 
and his eye wild with care; and, in the few furrows upon ms" 
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check, I read the fables of sorrow, and weariness, and disgust 
with mankind, and a longing affer solitude. 

“ And the man sat upon tho rock, and leaned his head upon 
his hand, and looked out upon the desolation. He looked down 
into the loy unquiet shrubbery, and up into tho tall primeval 
trees, and up higher at the rustling heaven, and into the crimson 
moon. And I lay close within shelter of tho lilies, and 
observed the actions of the man. And the man trembled in the 
solitude;—but the night waned, and ho sat upon the rock. 

44 And the man turned his attention from the heaven, and 
looked out upon the dreary river Zaire, and upon the yellow 
ghastly waters, and upon the pale legions of tho water-lilies. 
And the man listened to the sighs of the water-lilies, and to 
the murmur that came up from among them. And I lay close 
within my covert and observed the actions of tho man. And 
tho man trembled in the solitude;—but tho night waned, and 
he sat upon the rock. 

** Then I went clown into the recesses of tho morass, and 
waded afar in among tho wilderness of the lilies, and called 
unto the hippopotami which dwelt among the fens in tho 
recesses of the morals. And the hippopotami heard my call, 
and came, with the behemoth, unto the foot of the rock, and 
roared loudly and fearfully beneath the moon. And I lay 
close within my covert and observed the actions of the man. 
And the man trembled in the solitude;—but the night waned, 
and ho sat upon the rock. 

u Then I cursed the elements with the curse of tumult; and 
a frightful tempest gathered in the heaven, where before 
there had been no wind. And the heaven became livid with 
the violence of the tempest—and the rain beat upon the headr 
Of the man—and the floods of tho river came down—and the 
river was tormented into foam—and the water-lilies shrieked 
within their beds—and the forest crumbled before tho wind—- 
and the thunder rolled—and the lightning fell—and the rock 
rocked to its foundation. And I lay close within my covert 
and observed the actions of the man. And the man trembled in 
the solitude;—but the night waned, and he sat upon the rock. 
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u Then I grew angry and cursed, with the curse of silence, 
the river, and the lilies, and the wind, and the forest, and 
the heaven, and the thunder, and the sighs of the water- 
lilies. And they became accursed, and icere still. And the 
moon ceased to totter up its pathway to heaven—and the 
thunder died away—and the lightning did not dash—and the 
clouds hung motionless—and the waters Mink to their level 
and remained—and the trees ceased to rock—and the water* 
lilies sighed no more—and the murmur was heard no longer 
from among them, nor any shadow of sound throughout the 
vast illimitable desert. And I looked upon the characters 
of the rock, aud they were changed;—and the characters were 

SILENCE. 

“ And mine eyes fell upon the countenance of the man, and 
his countenance whs wan with terror. And, hurriedly, he 
raised lii ■» head from his hand, and stood forth upon the 
rock and listened. But there was no voice throughout the 
vast illimitable desert, and the characters upon the rock were 
SILENCE. And the man shuddered, and turned his face away, 
and fled afar off, in haste, so that I behold him no more.” 

• •••*••« 
Now there are fine tales in the volumes of the Magi 
— in the iron-bound, melancholy volumes of the Magi. 
Therein, 1 say, are glorious histories of the Heaven, and of 
the Earth, and of the mighty Sea—and of the Genii that over¬ 
ruled the sea, and tbo earth, and the lofty heaven. There 
was much lore, too, in the sayings which were *aid by the 
sybils; and holy, holy thiugs were heard of old by the dim 
leaves that trembled around Dodona—but, os Allah livetb, 
tha£ fable which the demon told me as he sat by my side in 
the shadow of the tomb, I hold to be the most wonderful of 
all 1 And as the Demon made an end of his story, he feU 
back within the cavity of the tomb and laughed. And I 
wild not laugh with the Demon, and he cursed me because I 
featt no t laugh. And the lynx which dwellcth for ever ixn 
mist, Tab, came out therefrom, and lay down at the feet^of tile 
featim and looked at him steadily in the face. * * 

aud his 
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THE POETIC PHINOIPLE. 

In speaking of tho Poetic Principle, I have no design to ho 
either thorough or profound. While discussing very much at 
random the es icntiahty of what we call Poetry, my principal 
purpose v ill be to cite for consideration some few of those 
minor English or American poems which best suit my own 
taste, or which, upon iny own fancy, havo left tho most 
definite iraprcs&ion. By “ minor poems ” I mean, of course, 
poems of little length. And here, in the beginning, permit 
me to say a few words in regard to a somewhat peculiar 
principle, which, whether rightfully or wrongfully, has always 
had its influence in my own ciitical estimate of the poem. E 
hold that a long poem docs not exist. 1 maintain that the 
phrase, “a long poem,” is simply a fiat contradiction in 
terms. 

I need scaicely observe that a poem deserves its title only 
inasmuch as it excites, by elevating the soul. The value of 
the p ?em is in tho ratio of this elevating excitement. But all 
excitements are, through a p&ychal necessity, transient. That 
degree of excitement which would entitle a poem to be so 
called at all, cannot be sustained throughout a composition 
of any great length. After the lapse of half an hour, at tho 
very utmost, it flags—fails—a revulsion ensues—and then the 
poem is, in effect* and in fact* no longer such. 

There are, no doubt, many who have found difficulty in 
reconciling the critical dictum that the “ Paradise Lost ” is to 
he devoutly admired throughout, with the absolute impos¬ 
sibility of maintaining for it, during perusal, the#amount of 
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enthusiasm which that critical dictum would demand. This 
great work, in fact, is to be regarded as poetical only when, 
losing sight of that vital requisite in all works of Art, Unity, 
we view it merely as a series of minor poems. If, to preserve 
its Unity—its totality of effect or impression—w^ read it (as 
would l>e necessary) at a single Bitting, the result is but a 
constant alternation of excitement and depression. After a 
passage of what we feel to he true poetry, thero follows, 
inevitably, a pas,sago of platitude which no critical pre¬ 
judgment can force us to admire ; but if, upon completing the 
work, we read it again; omitting the first book—that is to 
say, commencing with the second—we shall be surprised at 
now finding that admirable which wo before condemned— 
that damnable which we had previously so much admired. 
It follows from all this that the ultimate, aggregate, or 
absolute effect of oven the best epic under the sun, is a nullity 
—and this is precisely the fact. 

In regard to the Iliad, wo have, if not positive proof, at 
least very good reason, for believing it intended as a series of 
lyrics; but, granting the epic intention, I can say only that 
the work is based in an imperfect sense of Art. The modern 
epic is, of the supposititious ancient model, but an incon¬ 
siderate and blindfold imitatiou. But the day of these artistic 
anomalies is over. If, at any time, any very long poem were 
popular in reality—which I doubt—it is at least clear that no 
very long poem will ever be popular again. 

That the extent of a poetical work is, ceteris the 

measure of its merit, seems undoubtedly, w'hen wo thus state 
it, a proposition sufficiently absurd—yet we are indebted for 
it to the Quarterly Reviews. Surely there can be nothing in 
mere she, abstractly considered—there can tic nothing in mere 
bulk, so far as a volume is concerned, which has so continu¬ 
ously elicited admiration from these saturnine pamphlets 1 A 
mountain, to be sure, by the mere sentiment of physical 
magnitude which it conveys, does impress us with a sense of 
the sublime—but no man is impressed after this fasiqou by 
the material grandeur of even “ The Columbiad.” Even th$ 
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Quarterlies have not instructed us to be so impressed by it. 
As yet, they have not insisted on our estimating Lamart ine by 
the cubic foot, or Pollock by the pound—but what else are wo 
to infer from their continual prating about “sustained effort” ? 
If, by “ su^ainud effort,” any little gentleman has accomplished 
an epic, let us frankly commend him for the effort—if this 
indeed be a thing commendable—but let us forbear praising 
the epic on the effort’s account. It is to be hoped that 
common sense, in the time to come, will prefer deciding upon 
a work of Art rather by tho impression it makes—by the 
effect it produces—than by the time it took to impress tho 
effect, or by the amount of “sustained effort” which had been 
found necessary in effecting the impression. The fact is, that 
perseverance is one thing and genius quite another-—nor can 
all tho Quarterlies in Christendom confound them. By and 
by, this proposition, with many which I have been just urging, 
will ho received as self-evident, in the meantime, by being 
generally condemned as falsities, they will not ho essentially 
damaged as truths. 

On tho other hand, it is clear that a poem may he improperly 
brief. Undue brevity degenerates into mere epigrammatism. 
A very short poem, while now and then producing a brilliant or 
vivid, never produces a profound or enduring effect. There 
must be the steady pressing down of the stamp upon the wax. 
’ De Bdranger has wrought innumerable things, pungent and 
spirit-stirring, but in general they have been too impondcrous 
lo stamp themselves deeply into the public attention, and 
tins, as so many feathers of fancy, have been blown aloft only 
to be whistled down the wind. 

A remarkable instance of the effect of undue brevity in 
depressing a poem, in keeping it out of the popular view, is 
afforded by the following exquisite little Serenade:— 


1 arise from dreams of thee 
In tho first sweet sleep of night 
When the winds are breathing low, 
And the stars are shining bright. 
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1 arise from dreams of thee, 

And a spirit fn my feet 
lias led me-mho knows how ? — 
To thy chainhri-wiwdow, sweet! 


The wandering airs thcj ftint 
On the dark the siUnt stream— 

Ihe thampak odours fail 
Like swell thoughts in a druu i; 

Tiro night mguh \ com plaint, 

It dn s upon her hi ait. 

As I must die on thine, 

0, beloved ns thou ail • 

O, lift me from ihe grass ! 

1 die, I faint, I fail! 

Lt t th} love m kivits rain 
On my lips and e\ * lids pale. 

My i hi ek is cold and whiti, il i* * 
My heart beats loud aud fast: 

0! preps it close to thine again, 
Where it will break at last f 


Very few perhaps are familiar with these lines, yet no le<8 
a poet than Shelley is their author. Their warm, yet delicate- 
and ethereal imagination will be appreciated by all, but by 
none so thoroughly as by him who ha<* lumself arisen from 
sweet dreams of one beloved to bathe in the aromatic air of a 
southern midsummer night. 

Ono of the finest poems by Willis, the tery best in my 
opinion which he has ever written, has no doubt, through this 
samo^defect of undue brevity, been kept back from its proper 
position, not less in the critical than in the jiopular view 

The shadows lay along Broadway, 

’Twas near the twilight-tide— 

And slowly theie a lady fur 
Was walking in her pride. 

Alone walk’d she; but, view 1 ei-sly, 

Walk'd spirits at her side. 
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Peaoe charm’d the street beneath her feet, 

And Honour charm’d the air; 

f 

And all astir looked kind on her, 

And called lu r good ns fair— 

For all God ever gave to her 
She kept with chary eaio. 

She kept with care her beauties laro 
From lowers warm and true — 

For heart was cold to all hut gold. 

And the i i< h cam© not to woo— 

Hut houom'd well her charnn to sell, 

It pn< *>ts tho selling do. 

Now walking there was ono more fair— 

A slight gul, lily»pale ; 

And she had unscon company 
To moke the spirit quail— 

’Twist Want and Scorn she walk’d forlon 
And nothing could avail. 

No mercy now can clear her brow 
From this world’s peicc to pray, 

For as love’s wild player dissolved in air, 

Her woman’s heart gtuc way !— 

Hilt the sin forgiven by Christ in lleiven, 
liy man is cursed alw.iv 1 


In this composition we find it difficult to recognise the 
Willis who has written so many mere “verribs of society.*' 
!fhe lines are not only richly ideal but full of energy, while 
they breathe an earnestness, an evident sincerity of sentiment, 
for which we look in vain throughout all the other works of 
this author. 

While the epic mania, while tho idea that to merit in poetry 
prolixity is indispensable, has for some years past been gradu¬ 
ally dying out of the public mind, by mere dint of its own 
absurdity, we find it succeeded by a heresy too palpably false 
to be long tolerated, but one which, in the brief period it has 
already endured, may be said to have accomplished more in 
the cdkruption of our Poetical Literature than a^i its other 
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enemies combined. I allude to the heresy of The Didactic. 
It has been assumed, tacitly t and avowedly, directly and in¬ 
directly, that the ultimate object of all Poetry is Truth. 
Every poem, it i* said, should inculcate a moral, and by this 
moral is the poetical merit of the work to bo adjudged. We 
Americans especially have patronized this happy idea, and 
wo Bostonians very especially have developed it m full. We 
have taken it into our heads that to write a poem simply for 
tho poem’s 6ake, and to acknowledge such to have been our 
design, would be to confess ourselves radically waning in the 
tine poetic dignity and force:—hut the simple fact is that 
would we but permit ourselves to look into our own souls 
we should immediately there discover that under the sun 
there neither exists nor can exist any work more thoroughly 
dignifhd, mom supremely noble, than this very poem, this 
poem ]>t) sc, this [>oom which is a poem and nothing more, this 
poem vviithn solely tor tho poem’s sake. 

With as deep a reverence for tho True as ever inspired the 
bosom of man, 1 would nevertheless limit, in some measure, 
its modes of incident iou. 1 would limit to enforce thorn, I 
would not enfeeble them by dihsipation. The demands of 
Truth are severe. She has no sympathy with the myrtles. 
All that which is so indisputable 111 Song is precisely all that 
with which she has nothing whatever to do. It is hut making 
her a flaunting paradox to wreathe her in gems and flowers. 
In enforcing a tiuth we ueed severity rather than effloiescence, 
of language. We nuisd be simple, picci-o, t«rse. Wo must 
be cool, calm, unimpassioned. In a word, we must be in that 
mood which, as nearly as possible, i*> the exact converse of the 
poetical. 11 f must bo blind indeed w r ho does not perceive the 
radial and chasraal difference between the truthful and tho 
poetical modes of inculcation. He must bo theory-mad beyond 
redemption who, iu spite of these differences, shall still persist 
in attempting to reconcile the obstinate oils and waters of 
Poetry and Truth. 

Dividing the world of mind into its three most immediately 
obvious distinctions, wo have the Pure Intellect, Taste, and the 
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Moral Sense. I place Taste in tho middle because it is just 
this position which in tho miml it occupies. It holds intimate 
rotations with eitliei extreme ; fmt from the Moral Sense is 
separated by so faint a difference that Aristotle has not 
hesitated to place some of its operations among the virtues 
themselves* Nevertheless wo find the offim of tho trio marked 
with a sufficient distinction. Just as the Intellect concerns 
itself with Truth, so Taste inform•* us of tho Beautiful, while 
the Moral Sense is regardful of Duty. Of this latter, while 
Conscience teaches the obligation, and Henson the expediency, 
Taste contents lu r^dt with displaying the eluums, waging wav 
upon Vice solely on the ground of her deformity, her 'Mspro- 
portion, her animosity to the htting, lo the appropriate, to 
the harmonious, in a word, to Beauty. 

An immortal instinct deep within the spirit of man js thus 
plainly a sense of Hie Beautiful. This it is which adminmiois 
to his delight in the manifold lot ms, and sounds, and odour-, 
Hid sentiments atn’d which lie exists. And just as the lily is 
repeated in the lake, or iho c\os of Amaryllis in the mirror, 
ho is the mere oral or written repetition of these forms, and 
sounds, and colour-*, and odouis, and sentiments a duplicate 
source of delight. But this mere repetition is not poetry. 
He who shall simply sing, with howeior glowing enthusiasm, 
or with however vivid a truth of description, of the sights, 
and sounds, and odours, and colours, and sentiments which 
greet him in common with all mankind—he, i sav, lm- yet 
failed to prove his divine title. There is still a somi thing m 
the distance which ho has been unable to attain. \W have 
still athirst unquenchable, to allay which lie lias not shown 
ns the crjstal spring-. This thirst belongs to the immortality 
of Man. It is at once a consequence and an indication ol his 
perennial existence. It is the desire of the moth for the star. 
It is no mere appreciation of the Beauty before u% but a wild 
effort to reach the Beauty above. Inspired by an ecstatic 
prescience of the glories beyond the grave, wo struggle by 
multiform combinations among the tilings and thoughts ol 
Time te attain a portion of that Loveliness whose very elements 



ioo jssjsa rs. 

perhaps appertain to eternity alono. And thus when By 
Poetry, or when by Music, the most entrancing of the poetic 
moods, wc find ourselves melted into tears, we weep then, not 
as tho Abbatc Gravina supposes, through excess of pleasure, 
but through a certain petulant, impatient sorrow at onr 
- inability to grasp now, wholly, hero on caith, at once and 
for ever, those (Irvine anl rapturous joys of which through 
the poem, oi though the music, we attain to but brief and 
indetormmato glimpses*. 

The struggle to appiohcnd the supernal Loveliness—this 
st mggle, on the part of souls fittingly constituted—has given 
to the woihl all that which it (the woild) has evei been enabled 
at once to undei stand and to feel as poetic. 

Tho Poetic Sentiment, of course, may develop itself in 
various modes—in Painting, m Sculpture, in Aichitccturc, in 
the Dance—very especially m Music—and very peculiarly, 
and with a wide field, in the composition of the Landscapo 
Gulden. Our present theme, however, lias regard only to its 
manifestation in woids. And here h t me speak briefly on the 
topic of rhj thin Contenting myself with tho ceitainty that 
Music, m its various modes of metie, ihythm, and iliyme, is 
of so vast a moment in Poetry as never to be wisely rejected 
—ii so vitally important an adjunct, that lie is simply silly 
who declines its assistance, 1 will not now pause to maintain 
its absolute essentiality. *It is in Music perhaps that the soul 
most nearly attains tho great end for which w hen inspired by 
the Poetic Sentimont, it struggles—the creation of supernal 
Beauty. Jt mug be, indeed, that here this sublime end is, 
now and then, attaiued in ft id. We aie often made to feel, 
with a shivciing delight, that from ail cirlhly liarp are stricken 
ifbtes which cannot have been unfamiliar to the angels. And 
thus there can be little doubt that in tho union of Poetry 
with Music in its popular sense, we shall find the widest field 
for the Poetic development. The old Bards and Minnesingers^ 
had advantages which we do not possess—and Thomas Moore* 
singing his own songs, was in the most legitimate manner c 
perfecting^ them as poems. 
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To recapitulate then:—I would define, in brief, the Poetry 
of words as The Ithythmical Creation of Jkauty. Its sole arbiter 
is Taste. With tho Intellect or with the Conscience it lias 
«ot)ly collateral relations. Unless incidentally, it has no 
concent whatever either with Duty or with Truth. 

A few words, however, in explanation. That pleasure which 
is at once the most pure, the most elevating, and the most 
intense, is derived, I maintain, from the contemplation of tho 
Beautiful. In the contemplation of Uemty we alone lind it 
possible to attain that pleasurable elevation, or excitement oj 
the soul , which we recognise as tho Poetic Sentiment, and 
which is so easily distinguished from Truth, which is the satis¬ 
faction of the lJeason, or from Passion, which is the excitement 
of the heart. I malic Jleauty, therefore—using the* word as 
inclusive of the sublime—1 make Beauty the province of tho 
poem, simply because it is an obvious rule of Art that effects 
should bo made to spring as directly as possible from their 
causes:—no one as yet Inning been weak enough l<» deny that 
the peculiar elevation in question is at lea*fc nui-t tenthly attain¬ 
able in the poem. It by no means follows, howevm, that tho 
incitements of Passion, or the precepts of Duty, or even the 
lessons of Truth, may not he introduced into a poem, and with 
advantage ; for they may miIhci ve incidentally, in various ways, 
the general purposes of the work: but the true artist will always 
contrive to tone them down in proper subjection to that lUanhj 
Which is the atmosphere and the real essence of tire poem. 

cannot better introduce the few poems which I shall 
present for your consideration, than by ‘the citation of the 
Proem to Longfellow’s “ Waif: ”— 

The day is dour*, and the darlcm 
Falls fiom the wings of Night, 

As a feather is wafttd downward 
From an Eagle in liia flight. 

I see tho lights or the village 
Gleam through the lain and the mist, 

And a feeling of &:ditr ss eonn * r me, 

That mv soul rnnnot t> s»nt; 
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A filing of sadness and longin'*, 

That is not akfti to pain, 

And resembles sorrow only 
Ah the mist resembles the rain, 

Como, read to me some poem, 

Homo simple and heartfelt lay. 

That shall soothe this restless feeling, 
And hanisli the thoughts of day. 

Not from the grand old musters, 

Not from the bards sublime, 

Whose distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of Timo 

For, lilto strains of martial mush*. 

Their mighty thoughts suggest 
Life’s endless toil and endeavour; 

And to-night I long for rest. 

Read from some humbler poet, 

Whose songs gushed from his heart. 
As showers from the clouds of summer. 
Or tears from the eyelids start; 

Who through long days of labour, 

And nights devoid of case, 

Still heard in his soul tho music 
Of wonderful melodies. 

Such songs have power to quiet 
Tho restless pulse of care, 

And oomo like the benediction 
That follows after prayer. 

Then read from tho treasured volume 
The poem of thy choice, 

And lend to the rhyme of the poet 
Tho beauty of thy voice. 

And the night shall be filled with music, 
And the cares that infest the day, 
Shall fold their tents like the Arabs,. 

And as silently steal away. 
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With no great range of imagination, these lines have been 
justly admired for their delicacy of expression. Some of the 
images are very effective. Nothing can be bettor than— 

-the bard« sublime 1 , 

Whose distant footsteps echo 
Down the corridors of Time. 

The idea of the last quatrain is also very effective. The 
poem on the whole, however, is chiefly to bo admired for the 
graceful insouciance of its metre, so well in accordance with 
the character of the sentiments, and ©specially for the ease 
of the general manner. This “ease” or natural noss, in a 
literary stylo, it has long been the fashion to regard as case 
in appearance alone—as a point of really difficult attainment. 
But not so:—a natural manner is difficult only to him who 
should never mocldle with it—to the unnatural. It is Hut the 
result of writing with the understanding, or with the instinct, 
that the time, in composition, should always be that which the 
mass of mankind would adopt—and must perpetually vary, 
of course, with the occasion. The author who, after the 
fashion of The Norik *hnerican Review, should be upon all 
occasions merely ,c quiet,” must necessarily upon many occa¬ 
sions be simply silly, or stupid; and has no more right to 
be considered “ easy ” or “ natural ” than a Uocknoy exquisite, 
or than the sleeping Beauty in the waxworks. * 

Among the minor poems of Bryant, none has so much 
impressed me as the one which, he entitles “June.” I quote 
only a portion of it:— 

There, through the long, long summer hours, 

The golden light should lie, 

And thick young herbs and groups of flowers 
Stand in their beauty bv. 

The oriole should build and tell 
His love-tale, close beside my cell; 

The idle butterfly 

Should rest him there, and there be heal’d 
The housewife bee and humming bird. 
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And wfiat, if cliot rful shouts at noon, 
Comf, from the Village sent^ 

Or songs of mauls, bent ath the moon, 
With fauy laughter bl< nt ? 

Anil what if, in the evening light, 
Betiothed lovcis walk in sight 
Of my low monument * 

I would the lovely seem around 
Might know no sadder sight noi soon b 


1 know, I know I should not see 
The season s glorious show, 

Nor would its brightness slime ioi me; 

Noi its wild music ilow , 

But if, aiound my plate ol sleep, 

The friends I love should tome to w(cp, 
The) might not li iste to go 
Soft aits end song an l light aud bloom, 
Should keep tin m lingering by my tonal 


1 hose to their soften’d heaits should be. 

The thought of what has been. 

And speak of one who cannot shai e 
Tho gladness of the scene, 

\Y hose part m all the pomp th it fills 
Tlie circuit of the summer hills, 

Is—that his grave is green , 

And deeply would theu heaits ltjmcc 
lo Ik ai agun his Imng voice 


The rhythmical flow here is even voluptuous—nothing could 
bo mote melodious. The poem lias always affected me in A 
retnarKhblo manner. The intense melancholy which seems 
to well up, perforce, to the surface of all the poet’s cheerful 
sayings about his grave, we And thrilling us to the SeuW 
while there is the truest poetic elevation m the thrill. The 
Impression left is one of a pleasurable sadness. And hr 
the remaining compositions which I shall introduce to you^ 
thete be more or less of a similar tone always apparent^ Jet 
me remind you that (how or why we know not) this cerM# 
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taint of sadness is inseparably connected witli all the higher 
manifestations of true Beauty. * It is, not erthelesa, 

A feeling of sadness ami longing 
That is not akin to jnin. 

And nsembles smrow only 
% As tho mist n semblcs ilie rain. 

The taint of winch I speak is cleaily perceptible even in a 
poem so full of brilliancy and spirit as “The Health” of 
Edward Coote Pinkney :— 

I fill this cup to one in ulo up 
Of loveliness alone, 

A woman, of hei gentle sox 
The sif nung paiagon ; 

To whom the better eh limits 
Ami kindly *»tais h iv< gnen 
A form so far, that like the air, 

’Tis less of earth than lunun, 

Her every tone is music's own, 

Like those of morning buds, 

And some thing more than melody 
T>wells evtr in lnr woids ; 

*lht coinige of hy heart nro they, 

Amt from her lips each flows 
An one may see the burden’d Iko 
F orth issue from the lose 

Afft etions oie os thoughts to her, 

The measures of her hours , 

Her f< ilings have the frngruirv, • 

The freshness of young flowers ; 

And lovely passions, ehangu t oft, 

So fall her, she appears 
The linage of th* to selves by turns,— 

The idol of past years! 

Of her bright fane one glance will trace 
A picture on the brain, 

And of her voice in echoing hearts 
A sound must long remain , 

But memory, such as mine of her, 

So very much endears. 

When death is nigh my latrst sigh 
Will not be life’s, bat Ik rs. / 
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I fill'd this cup to one made up 
Of loveliness alone, 

A woman, of her gentle sox 
The seeming paragon— 

Her health ! and would on earth there stood, 
Homo nioro of such a frame, 

That life might he all poetry. 

And weariness a name. 


It was the misfortune of Mr. Pinkney to have been born 
too far south. Had he been a New Englander, it is probable 
that ho would havo been ranked as the tint of American 
lyrists by that magnanimous cabal which has so long 
controlled the destinies of American Letters, in conducting 
the thing called The North American Jimcw. The poem 
just cited is especially beautiful; but the poetic elevation 
which it induces we must refer chiefly to our sympathy in 
the poet’s enthusiasm. We pardon his hyperboles for the 
evident earnestness with which they are uttered. 

It was by no means my design, however, to expatiate upon 
the merits of what I should read you. These will necessarily . 
speak for themselves. Boccalini, in his Advertisements from 
Tarnmsus, tells us that Zoilus once presented Apollo a very 
caustic criticism upon a very admirable book:—whereupon 
the god asked him for the beauties of the work. He replied 
that he only busied himself about the errors. On hearing this, 
Apollo, handing him a sock of unwinnowod wheat, bade him 
pick out all the chaff f or his reward. 

Now this fable answers very well as a hit at the critics—' 
but I am by no means sure that the god was in the right. I. 
am bj^ no means certain that tho true limits of the critical 
duty are not grossly misunderstood. Excellence, in a poem 
especially, may be considered in the light of an axiom, which 
need only be properly put, to become self-evident. It is not ; 
^ excellence if it require to be demonstrated as such:—and thus . 
'% ; to point out too particularly the merits of a work of Art, is t© ; : 
■' admit that they are not merits altogether. 

Among the “Melodics” of Thomas Moore is one whose* 
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distinguished character as a poem proper seems to have been 
singularly left out of view. ' I allude to his linos beginning- - 
“Come, rest in this bosom.” The intense energy of their 
expression is not surpassed by anything in Byron. There are 
two of the lines in which a sentiment is conveyed that 
embodies*the all in all of the divine passion of Love—a' 
sentimont which, perhaps, has found its echo in more, and in 
more passionate, human hearts than any other single sentiment 
ever embodied in words:— 


Como, rest iu this bosom, my own stricken deer, 

Though tlu* herd have lied from thee, thy homo is still liens ; 
Here still is the smile, that no cloud crui o’aieast, 

And a licait aiul a hand all thy own to the last. 

Oh! what was love made for, it ’Us not the same 
Through joy ami through torment, tlnough glory and shame ? 
I know not, 1 ask not, if guilt’s in that hen? I, 

I but know that I lov* thee, winter or thou art. 

Thou hast < ail’d mn thy Angel in moments of bliss, 

And lliy Angel I’ll be, ’mid the honors of this,— 

Through tho furnace, unshrinking, thy st«ps to puisue, 

And shield time, and save the e, -or perish thete too ! 


It has been the fashion of late days to deny Mooio Imagina¬ 
tion, while granting him Fancy—a distinction originating 
with Coleridge—than whom no man more frilly comprehended 
the great powers of Moore. The fact is, that the fancy of this 
poet so far predominates over all his other faculties, and over 
the fancy of all other mem, as to have induced, very naturally, 
the idea tliat he is fanciful only. But never was there a 
greater mistake. Never was a grosser wrong done the fame 
of a true poet, lu the compass of the English language I can call 
to mind no poem more profoundly—more weirdly imaginative^ 
in. the best sense, than the lines commencing—“ I would I 
were by that dim lake "—which are the composition of Thomas 
Moore. I regret that I am unable to remember them. 

* One of tho noblest—and, speaking of Fancy—om> of the most 
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singularly fanciful of modem poets, was Thomas Hood. His 
“Fair lues ” had always for md an inexpressible charm 

O saw ye not fair Ines ? 

She's gone into the West, 

To dazzle when the sun is down. 

And rob the world of rest: 

She took our daylight with lior. 

The smiles that wo love host, 

With morning blushes on her cheek. 

And pearls upon her breast. 

0 turn again, fair lues, 

Itofore tho fall of night, 

For fear tho moon should shine alone. 

And stars unrivail'd bright; 

And blessed will the lover be 
That walks beneath their light, 

And breathes the love against thy check 
I dare not even write 1 

Would I had been, fair Ines, 

That gallant cavalier. 

Who rode so gaily by thy sido, 

And whisper’d thee so near l 
Were there no bonny dames at home, 

Or no trao lovers here, 

That he should cross the seas to win 
The dearost of the dear 1 

I saw thee, lovoly Ines, 

Descend along tho shore, 

With bands of noblo gentlemen. 

And banners waved before; 

And gentle youth and maidens gay. 

And snowy plumes they wore; 

It would have been a beauteous dream, 

If it had been no more! 

Alas, alas, fair Ines, 

She went away with song, 

With Music waiting on her steps^ 

And shoutintrs of the throne : 
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But some were Bad and felt no rniith, 
But only MusieVwrong, 

In sounds that sang Farewoll, Farewell, 
To her you've loved so long. 

Fare* oil* farewell, fair I ties. 

That vessel nevtr boro 
Bo fair a lady on its deck, 

Noi danced so light bcfoie,— 

Alas for plrabiuo on the sea, 

And Aoiiow on the shou 1 
Tho smile tlmt blest one lover's heart 
Has biokcu many more! 


u Tho Haunted House,” by the same author, is one of the 
truest poms evi r written,—one of the truest, out 1 of the most 
unexceptionable, one of the most thoroughly artistic, both in 
its theme and in its execution. It is, moreover, powerfully 
ideal—imaginative. I regret that its length renders it unsuit 
able for the purposes of this lecture. Jn place of it permit me 
to offer the universally appieciatod “Bridge of Sighs •”— 


Ono moio Unfortunate, 
Weary of hi rath, 

Rashly impoi tuuate 
(Iotip to Iilt death 1 

Take her up tondeily, 

Lift her with care ;— 
Fashion’d so tenderly, 
Young and so fair! 

I ook at her garments 
Clinging like cerements; 
Whilst the wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing; 
Take her up instantly, 
Loving, not loathing 
% 

Touch her not scornfully; 
Think of her mournfully, 
Gently and humanly; 

Hot of the stains of her, 

AU that remains of her 
How is pure womanly. 


Make no deep seiutiny 
Inlo htr mutiny 
Rash and unduttful, 

Past nil dinlionoui, 

Death his left on l w " 

Only the beautiful 

Where the lamps quiver 
So far in the liver, 

With many a light 
From window and comment 
Fioiu garret to basement, 

She stood, with amazement. 
Houseless by night. 

The bleak wind of March 
Made her tiemble and shiver; 
Bat not the dark arch, 

Or the black flowing river: 
Mid from life’s histoiy, 

Glad to death’s mystery. 

Swift to be hurl’d— 
Anywhere, anywhere 

Ail ^ *%f kb A nfnflil P 
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In «1io plunged boldly, 

No matter how coldly 
The rough liver ran,— 

Over the In ink of it, 

Hcturc it,—think of it, 
Ditisolutc Man I 
Lave in it, drink ol it 
Then, if you can ! 

Still, for ull blips of hers, 
One of Kve’s family— 

Wipe those poor lips of hcra 
Oozing so clammily, 

Loop lip her tresses 
Escaped from the comb, 

Her lair auburn tresses ; 
Whilst wonderment guesses 
"Wheie was hot home f 

Who was her father t 
Who was her mother ? 

Had shu a bister 7 
Had sho a brother ? 

Or was there n dearer one 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, than all other? 

Alas 1 for tliu raiity 
Of Christian charity 
Under the sun! 

Oh 1 it was pitiful 1 
Near a whole city full, 
Home she had none. 

Sisterly, brotherly, 
Fatherly, motherly, 
feelings had changed: 


Love, by harsh evidence, 
Thrown from it s eminence j 
Even Cod’s providence 
Seeming estranged. 

Take her up tenderly ; 

Lift her with care; 

Fashion’d so slenderly, 
Young, and so fair! 

Ero her limbs frigidly 
Stiffen too rigidly, 

I >i ccntly,—kindly,— 
Smooth and compose 
them; 

And her eyes, elo^o them, 
Staring bo blindly 1 

1 )read ful 1 y stni i ng 
Through muddy impurity. 
As wbon with the daring 
Last look of despairing 
Fixed on futurity. 

Perishing gloomily, 

Spurred by contumely, 

Cold inhumanity, 
limning insanity, 

Into her rest,— 

Cross her hands humbly. 

As if praying dumbly, 

Over her Hi* ast! 

Owning her weakness, 

Her evil bohaviour. 

And leaving, with meek¬ 
ness, 

Her sins to her Saviour I 


The vigour of this poem is no less remarkable than its 
pathos. The versification, although carrying the fanciful to the 
very verge of the fantastic, is nevertheless admirably adapted 
to the wild insanity which is the thesis of the poem. 

Among ilie minor poems of Lord Byron is one which ha$ 
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never received from the critics the praise which it undoubted! 
deserves:— * 

Thongh the day of my destiny’s over, 

And the star of my fate hath declined, 

Thy soft heart refused to discover 
The faults which so many could find; 

Though thy soul with my griof was acquainted, 

It shrunk not to slmro it with me, 

And the love which my spirit hath painted 
It nevci hath found but in thee. 

Then when nature around me is smiling, 

Tho last smile which answers to mine, 

I do not believe it beguiling, 

1 localise it leminds mo ot thine ; 

And when winds are at war with the ocean, 

As tho breasts I believed in with mo, 

If their billows excite an emotion, 

It is that they boar mo front tin e. 

Though the rock of my last hope is shivoed, 

And its fragments arc* sunk in the wave, 

Though I feel that my soul is d« livered 
To pain—it shall not bo its slave. 

Thcie is many a pang to pursuo me : 

They may crush, but they shall not contemn — 

They may torturo, but shall not subdue me — 

’Tis of thee that 1 think—not of thorn. m 

Though human, thou dMht not dcc< i\v me, 

Thongh woman, thou didst not toisake, 

Though loved, thou forbomd to griove me, 

Though slandered, thou never couldst shake,— 

Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim mo, 

Though parted, it was not to llv. 

Though watchful, ’twas not to defame me, 

Nor mute, that the world might belie. 

Yet 1 blame hot the world, nor despise it. 

Nor the war of the many with one— 

If my soul was not fitted to prize it, 

’Twas folly not sooner to shim : 
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Ami if dearly that error hath cost me, 

And moie than I•once could foresee, 

1 have found that whatever it lost me, 

It could not depuvc me of thee. 

From the wreck of the past, which hath perished, 

Thus much I at least may recall, f 

It hath taught mo that winch I most cheiidud 
Deserved to he dearest of all: 

In the desert a fountain is springing, 

In the wide waste there still is a ttec, 

And a bird m the solitude singing, 

Which *peaks to my spirit ol th(e. 

Although the rhythm here is one of the most difficult, the 
versification could scarcely be improved. No nobler tfume ever 
engaged tho pen of poet. It is the soul-elevating idea that* 
no man can consider himself entitled to complain of Fate while 
in his adversity he still retains the unwavering love of women* 
From Alfred Tennyson, although in peifocfc sincerity I 
regard him as the noblest poet that over lived, I have left 
myself time to cite only a very brief specimen. I call him, 
and think him the noblest of poets, not because the impressions 
he produces aro at all times the most profound — not because 
the poetical excitement which he induces is at a# times the 
most intense—but because it is at all times the most ethere&|.~~ 
in other words, the most elovating and most pure. No poet 
is so little of the earth, earthy. What I am about to read is 
from his last long poem, “ The Princess: 

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean, 

Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 

In looking on the happy Autumn fields, 

And thinking of the days that are no more. 

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail. 

That brings our, friends up from the underworld, 

Sad as the last which reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge; 

So .sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. 
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Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns 
The earliest pipe of halt »vi akeu’d buds 
To dying ears, when unto djing eyes 
The casement slow!} grows a glimmering square; 

So sad, so strange, the dajs that aio no mine. 

% De ir as rcmcmbci’d kissi s oftt-r death. 

And sweet as those bj hope It ss fuuy fc ign'd 
Ou lips that are for others, deep as Ion, 

Deep as fust love, and wild with dll t egret; 

0 Death m Life, the days that aio no moil. 

Thus, although m a very cursory and imperfect manner, I 
have endeavoured to convey to you my conception of the Poetic 
Principle. It has bet n my purpose to suggest that, while this 
Principle itself is strictly and simply the Human Ampliation lor 
Supernal Beauty, the manifestation of the Principle is alwnjs 
found in an eleuiting excitement of the soul, quite independent of 
that passion which is the intoxication of the Heart, or of that 
truth which is the satisfaction of the Keason. For m regaid 
to passion, alas * its tendency is to degrade rather than to 
elevate the Soul. Love, on the contiaxy—Love — the true, 
the divine Bros—the Uranian as distinguished from the 
Dionaean Venus—is unquestionably the purest and truest of 
all poetical themes. And m regard to Tiuth, if, to he sure, 
through the attainment of a truth we are led to perceive a 
harmony where none was apparent before, wc experience at 
Mate the true poetical effect, but this effect iif referable to the 
fiArmony alone, and not m the least degiec to the truth which 
merely served to render the liaimony manifest. 

We shall reach, however, more immediately a distinct 
conception of what the true Poetry is, by mere reference to a 
tew of the simple elements which induce in the Poet himself 
true poetical effect. He recognises the ambrosia which 
tyftarishss his soul in the bright orbs that shine m Heaven, in 
die Volutes of the flower, in the clustering of low shrubberies, 
in the waving of the grain-fields, in the slanting of tall eastern 
[gets, in the blue distance of mountains, in the gioupmg of 
in the twinkling of half-hidden brooks, in the gleaming 
itriliff rivers, in the repose of sequestered lakes, in the star- 
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mirroring depths of lonely wells. He perceives it in the songs 
of birds, in the harp of /Roll#, in the sighing of the night-wind, 
in the repining voice of the forest, in the surf that complains 
to the shore, in the fresh breath of the woods, in the scent of 
the violet, in the voluptuous perfume of the hyacinth, in the 
suggestive odour that comes to him at eventidb from far- 
distant undiscovered islands, over dim oceans, illimitable and 
unexplored, lie owns it in all noble thoughts, in all unworldly 
motivos, in all holy impulses, in all chivalrous, generous, and 
self-sacrificing deals. He fools it in the beauty of woman, in 
the grace of her step, in the lustre of her eye, in the melody of 
her voice, in her soft laughter, in her sigh, in the harmony of the 
rustling of her robes. He deeply feels it in her winning endear- 
monts, in her burning enthusiasms, in her gontle charities, in 
her meok and devotional endurances, but above all, ah, far above 
all, he kneels to it, he worships it in the faith, in the purity, 
in the strength, in the altogether divine majesty of her love. 

Let me conclude by the recitation of yet another brief poem, 
one very different in character from any that I have before 
quoted. It is by Motherwell, and is called “The Song of the 
Cavalier.” With our modern and altogether rational ideas of 
the absurdity and impiety of warfare, we are not precisely in 
that frame of mind best adapted to sympathize with the 
sentiments, and thus to appreciate the roal excellence of the 
poem. To do this fully wo must identify ourselves in fancy 
with the soul of the old cavalier:— 

A stood ! a steed 1 of matchless speeds 1 
A sword of metal keene I 
A1 else to uoblo ho&rtes is drosse— 

A1 else on earth is meauc. 

The neighynge of the war-horse prowde, 

Tho rowleing of tho drum. 

The clangour of the trumpet lowde— 

Be aoundes from heaven that come. 

And oh 1 the thundering pressc of knightes, 

Whoa 8s their war-cryos welle, 

May tole from heaven an angel blight, 

* And rowae a fiend from hell. 
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Then moirnte t then mounte, brave gallants all, 
And don your lulrues amaino: 

Deatlie’b eouiieia, Fame and Honour, call 
Us to the field againc. 

No shrewish teatcs shall fill jour eyo 
When tho swoid-hilt’s in our hand,— 

* Heart-whole we’ll port, and no whit highs 
For the hiyieat of tho land; 

Let piping swauie, ami ciavon night, 

Thus vef pc and puling eije, 

Uui business is liko men to tight, 

\vbi 1 hnw/t 1 ll/A 1 fllA I 


T1IE PHILOSOPHY OF COMPOSITION. 

Charles Dickens, in a note now lying before me, alluding 
to an examination I once made of tho mechanism of Jtarimby 
Pudge, says—“By the way, are you aware that Godwin wrote 
his Cah b Williams backwards ? lie first involved his hero in 
a web of difficulties, forming the second volume, and then, for 
the first, cast aliout him for some mode of accounting for what 
had been done. ’ 

I cannot think this the precise mode of procedure on the 
part of Godwin—and indeed what he himself acknowledges is 
not altogether in accordance with Mr. Dickens’s idea—hnt the 
author of Caleb William was too good an artiflb not to perceive 
' the advantage derivable from at least a somewhat similar 
process. Nothing is more clear than that every plot, worth 
the name, must be elaborated to its ddnovement before anything 
he attempted with the pen. It is only with the ddnouemeni 
constantly in view that we can give a plot its indispensable air 
of consequence, or causation, by making the incidents, and 
especially the tone at all points, tend to the development of 
the intention. 

There is a radical error, I think, in the usual mode of con* 
stowing a story. Either history affords a thesis—or one is 
• suggested by an incident of the day— or, at best, »the author 
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sots himself to work in the combination of striking ©vents to 
4orra merely the basis of hisSiarrativo—designing, generally, 
to fill in with description, dialogue, or autorial comment, 
whatever crevices of fact or action may, from page to page, 
render themselves apparent. 

I piefur commencing with the consideration of an effect. 
Keeping originality always in view—for he is false to himself 
who ventures to dispense with so obvious and so easily attain¬ 
able a source of interest —I say to myself, in the fust place, 
“Of the innumerable effects or impressions of which the heart, 
the intellect, or (more generally) the soul is susceptible, what 
one shall I, on the present occasion, select?” Ha\ing chosen 
a novel first, and secondly, a vivid effect, I consider whether 
it can be best wrought by incident or tone—whether by 
ordinary incidents and peculiar tone, or the converse, or by 
peculiarity both of incident and tone—afterwards looking 
about me (or rather within) for such combinations of event 
or tone as shall !>est aid mo in the construction of the effect. 

I have often thought how interesting a magazine paper 
might bo written by any author who would—that is to say, 
who could—detail, step by step, the processes by which any one 
of his compositions attained its ultimate point of completion. 
Why such a paper has never been given to the world, I am 
much at a loss to say—but perhaps the autorial vanity has 
had more to do with the omission than any one other causa 
Most writers—poets in especial—prefer having it understood 
that they com{K>se by a species of fine frenzy—an ecstatic 
intuition—and would positively shudder at letting the public 
take a peep behind the scenes, at the elaborate and vacillating 
crudities of thought—at the true purposes seized only at the 
last moment—at the innumerable glimpses of idea that arrived 
not at the maturity oT full view'—at the fully-matured fancies 
discarded in despair as unmanageable—at the cautious selec¬ 
tions and rejections—at the painful erasures and interpolations, 
—in a word, at the wheels and pinions, tho tackle for scene- 
shifting, the step ladders and demon-traps, the cock's feathers, 
the red paint, and tho black patches, which, in ninety-nine 
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cases out of tho hundred, constitute the properties of the 
literary histrio. 

I am aware, on the other bund, that the ease is by no 
means common, in which an author is at all iu condition to 
retrace the steps by which his conclusions have been attained. 
In genera^ suggestions, having arisen pell-mell, are pursued 
and forgotten in a similar manner. 

For my own part, I have neither sympathy with the repug¬ 
nance alluded to, nor, at any lime, the least diflicnlty in recalling 
to mind the progressive steps of any of my compositions ; and, 
since the interest of an analysis, or reconstruction, such as I 
have considered a (hdduutum, is quite independent of any 
leal or fancied interest in the thing analysed, it will not ho 
regarded as a breach of decorum on my part to show the 
modus operandi by which some one of my own works was put 
together. I select “The Ua\rn” as most generally known. 
It is my design to render it manifest that no one point in its 
composition is referriblc either to accident or intuition- that 
the work proceeded, st<*p by step, to its completion with tho 
precision and rigid consequence of a matin matical pioblcm. 

Let us dismiss, as ii relevant to the poem, jrr sc, the circum¬ 
stance—or Bay the necessity—which, in tie' first place, gave 
rise to tho intention of composing a poem that should suit at 
once the popular and the critical taste. 

Wo commence, then, ■with this intention. 

The initial consideration w r as that of extent. * Jf any literary 
work is too long to be read at one sitline, we must he content 
tp dispense with the immensely important effect derivable 
from unity of impression—for, if two sittings be requited, 
the affairs of the world interfere, and everything like totality 
is at once destroyed. But since, ceteris paribus, no poet can 
afford to dispense with anything that may advance his design, 
it but remains to bo seen whether there i«, in extent, any 
advantage to counterbalance tho loss of unity which attends 
" it. Here I say no, at once. What we term a long poem is, 
in fact, merely a succession of brief ones—that is to say, of 
bjtief jpdetical effects. It is needle** to demonstrate that a 
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poem is such only inasmuch as it intensely excites, by elevating 
the soul; and all intense excitements are, through a psychal 
necessity, brief. For this reason, at least one-half of the 
“Paradise Lost” is essentially prose—a succession of poetical 
excitements interspersed, inevitably , with corresponding de¬ 
pressions—the whole being deprived, through the extremeness 
of its length, of the vastly important artistic element, totality, 
or unity of effect. 

it appears evident, then, that there is a distinct limit, as 
regards length, to all works of literary art—the limit of a 
single sitting—and that, although in certain classes of prose 
composition, such as JtoUnson Crusoe (demanding no unity), 
this limit may be advantageously overpassed, it can never 
properly he overpassed in a poem. Within this limit, the 
extent of a poom may he made to hear mathematical relation 
to its merit—in other words, to the excitement or elevation— 
again, in other words, to the degree of the true poetical effect 
which it is capable of inducing; for it is clear that the brevity 
must be in direct ratio of the intensity of the intended effect 
—this, with one proviso—that a certain degroe of duration is 
absolutely requisite for the production of any effect at all. 

Holding in view these considerations, as well as that degree 
of excitement which I deemed not above the popular, while 
not below the critical taste, I reached at once what I con¬ 
ceived the proper length for my intended poem—a length of 
about one hundred lines. It is, in fact, a hundred and eight. 

My next thought concerned the choice of an impression, or 
effect, to be conveyed: and here I may as well observe that, 
throughout the construction, I kept steadily in view the design 
of rendering the work universally appreciable. I should be 
carried too far out of my immediate topic were I to demon¬ 
strate a point upon which I have repeatedly insisted, and 
which, with the jioetical, stands not in the slightest need of 
demonstration—the point, I mean, that Beauty is the sole 
legitimate province of the poem. A few words, however, in 
elucidation of my real meaning, which some of my <friends 
have evinced a disposition to misrepresent. That pleasure 
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Which is at once the most intense, the most elevating, and 
the most pure, is, I believe, found in the contemplation of the 
beautiful. When, indeed, men speak of Beauty, they mean, 
precisely, not a quality, ns is supposed, but an effect—they 
refer, in short, just to that intense and pure elevation of mil 
—not of intellect, or of heart—upon which I have commented, 
and which is experienced in consequence of contemplating 
“the beautiful.'’ Now 1 designate Beauty as the province of 
the poem, merely because it is an obvious rule of Art that 
effects should be made to spring from direct causes—that 
objects should be attained through means best adapted for 
their attainment—no one as yet having been weak enough to 
deny that the peculiar elevation alluded to, is mod readily 
attained in the poem. Now the object Truth, or the satis¬ 
faction of the intellect, and the object Passion, or the excite¬ 
ment of the heart, arc, although attainable to a certain extent 
in poetry, far more readily attainable in prose. Truth, in 
fact, demands a precision, and Passion a homeliness (the truly 
passionate will comprehend me) whicli rue absolutely an¬ 
tagonistic to that Beauty which, I maintain, is the excitement, 
or pleasurable elevation, of the soul. It by no means follows 
from anything here said that passion, or even truth, may not 
be introduced, and even profitably introduced, into a poem— 
for they may serve in elucidation, or aid the general effect, as 
do discords in music, by contrast—but tho* true artist will 
Always contrive, first, to tone them into proper subservience 
to the predominant aim, and, secondly, to enveil them, as far 
os possible, in that Beauty which is the atmosphere and the 
essence of the poem. 

Regarding, then, Beauty as my province, my next question 
referred to the tone of its highest manifestation—and all 
experience has shown that this tone is one of sadness. Beauty 
of whatever kind, in its supreme development, invariably 
excites the sensitive soul to tears. Melaucholy is thus the 
most legitimate of all the poetical tones. 

The length, the province, and the tone being tjjus deter¬ 
mined) I betook myself to ordinary induction, with the view 
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of obtaining some artistic piquancy which might serve me at 
a key-note in the construction of the poem—some pivot upon 
which the whole stmeture might turn. In carefully thinking 
over all the usual artistic (‘fleets—or more properly points, in 
the theatrical sense—I did not fail to perceive immediately 
that no one had been so universally employed as that of the 
refrain. The universality of its employment sufficed to assure 
me of its intrinsic value, and spared mo the necessity of sub¬ 
mitting it to analysis. I considered it, however, with regard 
to its susceptibility of improvement, <»nd soon saw it to be 
in a primitive condition. As commonly lwd, the reftain, or 
burden, not only is limited to lyric verse, hut depends for its 
impression upon the force of monotone—both in sound and 
thought. The pleasure is deduced solely from the sense of 
identity—of repetition. I resol\ ed to diversify,and so heighten 
tho effect, by adhering in general to the monotone of sound, 
while I continually varied that of thought: that is to say, I 
determined to produce continuously novel effects, by the 
variation of the application of the refrain —the rtf rain itself 
remaining, for the most part, unvaried. 

These points being settled, I next bethought me of the 
nature of my refrain. Since its application was to be re- 
poatedly varied, it was clear that the reftain itself must be 
brief, for there would have been an insurmountable difficulty 
in frequent variations of application in any sentence of length. 
In proportion to the brevity of the sentence would of course 
be tho facility of the variation. This led me at once to a 
single word as the best refrain. 

The question now arose as to the character of the word. 
Having made up my mind to a refrain , the division of the 
poem into stanzas was of course a corollary, the refrain forming 
the dose to each stanza. That such a close, to have force, 
must be sonorous and susceptible of protracted emphasis, 
admitted no doubt, and these considerations inevitably led me 
to the long o as the most sonorous vowel in connection with r 
as the most producible consonant % 

The sound of the refrain being thus determined, it bfecam£ 
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necessary to select a word embodying this sound, and at the 
same time in the fullest possible keeping with that melancholy 
which I had predetermined as the tone of the poem. In such 
a search it \\ ouhl have been absolutely impossible to overlook 
the word “Nevermore.’’ In tact, it was tho very first which 
presented^itself. 

The next (htiuerotuni was a pretext for tho continuous use 
of tho one word “neveimore.” In ohsciving the difficulty 
which I at once found in inventing a efficiently plausible 
reason for its continuous repetition, T did not fail to perceive 
that this difficulty arose solely from the pro-assumption tlmt 
the word was to he bo continuously or monotonously spoken 
by a 7/ union being—1 did not fail to perceive, in Hliort, that 
the difficulty lay in the reconciliation of this monotony with 
the exercihc of reason on the part of the creature repeating 
the word. Here, then, immediately arose the idea of a r? (Un¬ 
reasoning creature capable of speech ; and very naturally, a 
parrot, in tho fir?-t instance, suggested itself, but was super¬ 
seded forthwith by a lauen as equally capable of speech, and 
infinitely more in keeping with the intended tone. 

I had now gone so far as the conception of a Haven, tho 
bird of ill-omen, monotonously repeating tho one word “Never¬ 
more” at the conclusion of each stanza in a poem of melancholy 
tone, and in length about one hundred lines. Now, never 
losing sight of the object supremeness or perfection at all points, 
a I asked myself—“Of all melancholy topics what, according to 
the mivmal understanding of mankind, i« tho most melancholy?” 
Death, was the obvious reply. “And when,” I said, “is this 
most melancholy of topics most poetical ? ” From what I have 
already explained at some length, the answer here also is obvious 
—“When it most closely allies itself to Jkouty : the death, 
then, of a beautiful woman is unquestionably the most poetical 
topic in the world, and equally is it beyond doubt that the lips 
4>0st suited for such topic are those of a bereaved lover.” 

I had now to combine the two ideas of a lover lamenting 
his deceased mistress and a Haven continuously repeating the 
•WOjIl “Nevermore.” I had to combine these, bearfhg in mind 
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my design of varying at every turn tho application of the word 
repeated, but the only intelligible mode of such combination 
is that of imagining the Raven employing the word in answer 
to the queries of the lover. And hero it was that I saw at 
once the opportunity afforded for the effect on which I had 
boon depending, that is to say, the effect of the ly.nation of 
application. 1 saw that I could make tho first queiy propounded 
by the lover—tho first query to which the Ru\en should reply 
“Nevermore”—that 1 could make this first query «i eommon- 
placo one, tho second less so, the third still less, and so on, 
until at length the lover, staitled from his original nmi^halance 
by the melancholy character of tho word itself, by its frequent 
i(‘petition, and by a consideration of the ominous reputation of 
the fowl that utteied it, is at length excited to superstition, 
and wildly propounds queries of a far different character— 
queries whoso solution lie has passionately at heai t—propounds 
them half in superstition and half in that species of despair 
which delights in self-torture—-propounds them not altogether 
because he believes in the prophetic or demoniac character of 
the bird (which reason assures him is merely repeating a lesson 
learned by rote), but because ho experiences a frenzied pleasure 
in so modelling his questions as to receive from the expected 
“Nevermore” the most delicious bccauso the most intolerable 
of sorrow'. Perceiving tho opportunity thus afforded me, or, 
more strictly, thus forced upon me in the progress of the con¬ 
struction, I first established in mind the climax or concluding 
query—-that query to which “Nevermore ” should be in the 
last place an answer—that query in reply to which this word 
* f Nevermore v should involve tho utmost conceivable amount 
of sorsmv and despair. 

Here then the poem may be said to have its beginning, at 
the end where all works of art should begin; for it was here at 
this point of my preconsiderations that I first put pen to paper 
in the composition of the stanza:— 

“ Prophet,” sai»l I, “tiling of evil ! prophet still if bird or devil! 

By that heaven that bends above ns— 1} that (iod we both adore, 

Tell thiscionl with pouow laden, it withm the distant Aideim,' .. 
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It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lon ore— 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden pliom the angels name Lenore.” 

Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore.” 

I composed this stanza, at this point, first that, by establish¬ 
ing tire climax, I might the better vary and graduate, as regards 
seriousness and importance, the preceding queries of the lover, 
and secondly, that I might definitely settle the rhythm, the 
metre, and the length and general arrangement of the stanza, 
as well as graduate the stanzas which wore to precede, so that 
none of them might surpass this in rhythmical effect. Had I 
been able in the subsequent composition to construct rnoro 
vigorous stanzas, 1 should without scruple have purposely 
enfeebled them so as not to interfere with the climacteric 
effect. 

And here I may as well say a few words of the versification. 
My first object (as usual) was originality. Tlio extent to 
which this has been neglected in versification is one of the 
most unaccouutable things in the world. Admitting that 
there is little possibility of variety in mere rhythm , it is still 
clear that the possible varieties of metro and stanza are 
absolutely infinite j and yet, for centuries, no man , in verse , has 
ever done, or ever seemed to think of doing, an original thing. The 
fact is that originality (unless in minds of very unusual force) 
is by no means a matter, as some suppose, of impulse or in¬ 
tuition. In general, to be found, it must he elaborately sought, 
and, although a positive merit of the highest class, demands in 
its attainment less of invention than negation. 

Of course I pretend to no originality in either the rhythm 
or metre of the M Raven.” The former is trochaic—the latter 
is octametre acatalectic, alternating with heptametre catalcctic 
repeated in the refram of the fifth verse, and terminating with 
tetrametro catalcctic. Less pedantically, the feet employed 
throughout (trochees) consist of a long syllable followed by 
a short; the first line of the stanza consists of eight of these 
feet, the second of seven and a half (in effect two-thirds), the 
third of eight, the fourth of seven and a half, the fifth the 
same/the sixth three And a half, Now, each of#these lines 
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taken individually has l>een employed before, and what 
originality the “ Raven ” has, i.4 in their combination info s/ansd ; 
nothing even remotely approaching this combination has ever 
boon attempted. The effect of this originality of combination 
is aided by other unusual and some altogether novel effects, 
arising from an extension of the application of the principles of 
rhyme and alliteration. 

The next point to bo considered was the mode of bringing 
together the lover and the Raven- and the first branch of this 
consideration was the locale. For this the most natural sug¬ 
gestion might soon to be a forest, oi the fields—but it lias 
always appeared to me that a close circumscription of space is 
absolutely necessary to the effect of insulated incident—it has 
the force of a frame to a picture. It has au indisputable moral 
power in keeping concentrated the attention, and, of course, 
must not be confounded with mere unity of place. 

I determined, then, to place the lo\ er in Ins chamber—in a 
chamber rendered sacred to him by memories of her who had 
frequented it. The room is represented as richly furnished— 
this in mere pursuance of the ideas I have already explained 
on the subject of Beauty, as the sole true poetical thesis. 

The locale being thus determined, I had now to introduce 
the bird—and the thought of introducing him through the 
window was inevitable. The idea of nuking the lover 
suppose, in the first instance, that the flapping of the wings 
of the bird against the shutter, is a ‘‘tapping” at the door, 
originated in a wish to increase, by prolonging, the reader’s 
curiosity, and in a desiro to admit the incidental effect arising 
from the lover’s throwing open the door, finding all dark, and 
thendfe adopting the half-fancy that it was the spirit of his 
mistress that knocked. 

1 made the night tempestuous, first to account for the 
Raven’s seeking admission, and secondly, for the effect of con* 
trust with the (physical) serenity within the chamber. 

I made the bird alight on the bust of Fallas, also for th© 
effect of contrast between the marble and the plumage—4fc 
being uncjAfitood that the bust wa* absolutely suggested bf tfcb 
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bird—the bust of Pallas being chosen, fust, as most in keeping 
with the scholarship of the lo\ er, and, secondl}, for tho sonor¬ 
ousness of the word, Pallas, itsdf 
About the middle of tho poun, also, I hat e availod myself 
of the foice of contrast, with a uew of deopenmg the ultimate 
impreseioft For tsample, an ai i of tho fantast ic— appi oat hwg 
as nearly to the ludicrous as w is adini»sihh is gm n to the 
Haven’s cntian<e He tirats m “with muiy a flirt and 
flutter ’ 

Not the had o' t anci made he — not a moment sli>] pul 01 staged lie, 

But with nu no/ luul oi l 1 h/ t pmlu 1 ibo\o ni) chamber dom 

In the two btan/as which follow, the design is more obviously 
carried out — 

Then this ebony 1 ud beguiling my sad fvnty into smiling 
By tlu graie and itnn d rot nm oj tb lovnh none* d not , 

“ Though tli*y cu t hi shot a and skaiui Hi >u ’ I sul, ‘ lit menoriaun, 
Ghastly grim and iiikk nt hivui nan h nng fiom tlu mildly slioie — 

Tell me wliat thj l<*idl> n nu i-j u tlu Night s J tut man *]mic < ’ 

Ouotli tho Ka\ui. “ Niveimoic 

Much I mam lit 1 thi', unqaxnly foul to heai distourse so j 1 uuly, 

Though its answa little mianing— httU itli\aniy bon , 

For we < aunot lu lp agi t emg that no h\ mg human bang 
Evn ytivcu, hi ss ed with seninj bud abate hv> cltumh r do< > — 

End ot head iq on the aiulptmed bud nboic hit chnmbet doot, 

With such name as “hcvutnoH ’** 

The effect of tho duummnt hemg thus piovidcd for, 1 
immediately di op the fantastic for a tone ot the most piofound 
Seriousness — this tone commencing m tho btau/a directly 
following the one hut quoted, with the line, 

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that plaud bust, spoko only, etc 

From this epoch the lover no longer jests —no longer sees 
anything even of tho fantastic in the Haven's demeanour Ho 
tipOaks of him as a “grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and 
ominqps bird of yoie,” and fctls the “ fieiy ryes” burning into 
R bosom ■* core,” This resolution of thought, or fancy, on 
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tlio lover's part, is intended to induce a similar one on the part 
of the reader—to bring the mftid into a proper frame for the 
denouement —which. is now brought about as rapidly and as 
directly ns possible. 

With the tKnounncut proper — wuh the Haven's reply, 

“ Nevermore,” to the lover’s final demand il he shali meet his 
mistress in another world—the poem, in its obvious phase, 
that of a simple narrative, may be said to have its completion. 
So far, everything is within the limits of the accountable—of 
the real. A raven, having learned by rote the single word 
“Nevermore,” and having escaped from the custody of its 
owner, is driven at midnight, through the violence of a storm, 
to sock admi>Mon at a window from which a light Mall gleams 
- -the chamber-window of a student, occupied half in pouring 
ovor a volume, half in dreaming of a beloved niiMrcs-. deceased. 
The casement being thrown open at the fluttering of the bird’s 
wings, the bird itself perches on the most convenient seat out 
of the immediate reach of the student, who, amused by the 
incident and the oddity of the visitors demeanour, demands 
of it, in jest and without looking for a reply, its name. The 
Haven addressed, answers with its customary word, “ Never¬ 
more ”—a word which finds immediate echo in the melancholy 
heart of the student, who, giving utterance aloud to certain 
thoughts suggested by the occasion, is again startled by the 
fowl’s repetition of “ Ncvormore.” The student now guesses 
the state of the case, but is impelled, as T have before explained, 
by the human thirst for self-torture, and in part by superstition, 
to propound such queries to the bird as will bring him, the 
lover, the most of the luxury of sorrow, through the anticipated 
answer “ Nevermore.” With the indulgence, to the extreme, 
of this self-torturo, the narration, in what I have termed its 
first or obvious phase, has a natural termination, and so far 
there has been no overstepping of the limits of the real. 

But in subjects so handlod, however skilfully, or with how¬ 
ever vivid an array of incident, there is always a certain 
hardness or nakedness which repels the artistical eye. Two 
thing* nre*in\ariably re<iuin*d—fn-t, <-<>me amount of COlfi-. 
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plexity, or more properly, adaptation ; and, secondly, somo 
amount of suggestiveness—some *nndercurrent, however inde¬ 
finite, of meaning. It is this latter, in (‘special, which imparts 
to a work of art so much of that richness (to borrow from 
colloquy a forcible term) which we are too fond of confounding 
with the idegj. It is the excess of the suggested meaning—it is 
the rendering this the upper instead of the. under current of 
theme—which turns into prose (and that of the very flattest 
kind) the so-called poetry of the so-called transcend entalists. 

Holding these opinions, I added the two concluding stanzas 
of the poem—their suggestivencss being thus made to pervade 
all the narrative which has preceded them. The undercurrent 
of meaning is rendered first apparent in the lines— 

„ ** Take thy beak from out my heart, ami take thy form from off my 
door! ” 

Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore I ” 

It will be observed that the words, “ from out my heart,’’ 
involve the first metaphorical expression in the poem. Tlmy, 
with the answer, “ Nevermore,” dispose the mind to seek a 
moral in all that has been previously narrated. The reader 
begins now to regard the Eaven as emblematical—but it is not 
until the very last line of the very last stanza, that the inten¬ 
tion of making him emblematical of Mournful and never-ending 

llememb'ance is permitted distinctly to be seen: 

-1 

Aiidthe Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
Oa the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 

And bis eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming, 

And the lamplight o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; 

« And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 
Shall be lifted—nevennore ! 
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OLD ENGLISH POETRY* 

Tr '.limilrt not bo doubted that at least one-third of the 
affWlion with which wo regard the elder poets of Groat 
I>ilt.nn should bo attnbuted to what is, m itstlf, a thing 
ajiatt tiora poetry—we mean to the simile love of the antique 
—and that, again, a thiid of oven the proper 2 >octie sentiment 
inspired by their wi itings, should be ascribed to a fact which, 
while it has strif t connection with i «x,try in the abstract, and 
with the old Ihitish pooms themsehes, should not be lookod 
upon as a merit appertaining to the authors of the poems. 
Almost evejy devout admirer of the old bards, if demanded 
Jus opinion of their |>ieductions, would mention vaguely, yet t 
with peifeet sincerity, a sense of diearay, wild, indefinite, 
and he would perhaps sav, indefinable delight; on being 
required to point out the source of this so shadowy pleasure, 
he would be apt to speak of the quaint in phraseology and in 
general handling. This quaintness is, in fact, a very power¬ 
ful adjunct to ideality, but in tho case in question it arises 
independently of tho author’s will, and is altogether apart 
fiom his intention. Words and their rhjthm have varied. 
V< rsea which affect us to-day with a vivid delight, and which 
delight, in many instances, may be traced to tho one Source, 
quaintnc^, must have worn in the days of their construction 
a very commonplace air. This is, of course, no argument 
against the poems mno —wo mean it only as against the poets 
then. There is a growing desiie to overrate them. The old 
English muse was frank, guileless, sincere, and although very 
loarnod, still learned without art. No general error evinces 
a more thorough confusion of ideas than the error of 
supposing Donne and Cowley * metaphysical in the sense 
wheicm Wordsworth and Coleridgo are so. With the two 
foimer ethics were the end —with the two latter the means. 
The poet of the “ Creation ’’ wished, by highly artificial ver*V 
hare inculcate what he supposed to be moral truth—tjhe poet 
tiling * * “ The Book of Gems.” Fdited by S. 0. Hall. * 
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of the “Ancient Mariner” to infuse the Poetic Sentiment 
through channels suggested by artalysis. The one finished by 
complete failure what he commenced in the grossest miscon¬ 
ception ; the other, by a path which could *not possibly load 
him astray, arrived at a triumph which is not the less gloiious 
because hid Ion from the profane eyes of the multitude. But 
in this view even the “ metaphysical verse ” of (Jpwloy is but 
evidence of the simplicity and single hoaitednc^s of the man. 
And ho was in this Imt a typo of }ti> nhnl —for we may as 
well designate in thi? way the entire class, of writers whose 
poems are bound up m the volume before us, and throughout 
all of whom there runs a very perceptible general charm ter. 
They used little art in composition. Their willing', »prang 
immediately from the soul — and partook intensely of that 
soul's nature. Kor is it difficult to poiciivo the tendency of 
this abandon —to elevate immeasurably all the energies of 
mind—but, agai i, so to mingle the greatest possible fin*, forte, 
delicacy, and all good thing'-’, with the lowest possible bathos, 
baldness, and imbecility, as to render it not a matter of doubt 
that the average results of mind in such a school will lie found 
inferior to those results in one (refcm panbn h) more artificial. 

We cannot bring ouiscdves to belh ve that the selections of 
the “Book of Gems” arc such as will impart to a poetical 
reader the clearest possible idea of the beauty of the school — 
but if tho intentiou had been tm rely to sljow the school’s 
^character, the attempt might have been considered succe.s-.ful 
in the highest degree. There are long passages now before 
us of the most dcspicablo trash, with no merit whatever 
beyond that of their antiquity. Tho criticisms of tiro editor 
do not particularly please us. Hi? enthusiasm is too general 
and too vivid not to be false. His opinion, for example, of 
Bit Henry's Wotton’s “Verses on the Queen of Bohemia”— 
that “ there are few finer things in our language,” is untenable 
and absurd. 

" In such lines wo can perceive not one of those higher 
attributes of Poesy which belong to her in all cii cum stances 
,afidthroughout all time. Hero everything is ait, nakedly, or 
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but awkwardly concealed. No prepossession for the mere 
antique (and in this case we can imagine no other preposses¬ 
sion) should induce 113 to dignify with the sacred name of 
poetry, a series, such as this, of elaborate and threadbare 
compliments, stitched, apparently, together, without fancy, 
without plausibility, and without even an attempt at adapta¬ 
tion. 

In common with all the world, we have been much 
delighted with “The Shepherd’s Hunting” by Withers—a 
poem partaking, in a remarkable degree, of the peculiarities 
of 11 Pens( rom. Speaking of Poesy, the author says :— 

“ By tlu* murmur of a spring, 

Or the least boughs rustlelitig, 

By a tluisy whose leaves spread, 

Shut wheu Titan goes to bed, 

Or a shmly bush or tree, 

She eonU1 more infuse in me 
Than all Nature’s beauties can 
In some other wiser man. 

By her help I also now 
Make this churlish place allow 
Something that may sweeten gladness 
In the very gall of sadness— 

The dull loneness, the black shade, 

That these hanging vaults have niado 
The strange niusie of the waves 
Beating on these hollow caves, 

This black den which rocks emboss. 

Overgrown with eldest moss, 

The rude portals that give light 
More to terror than delight, 

This my chamber of neglect 
Walled about with disrespect; 

From all these and this dull air 
A fit object for despair, 

She hath taught me by her might 
To draw comfort and delight.” 

But these lines, however good, do not bear with them 
much of the general character of the English antique. .Some¬ 
thing raorh of this will be fpund in Corbet’s “ Farewell t5 the. 
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Fairies! ” We copy a poition of Marvell’s “ Maiden 
lamenting for her Fawn,” which we piofci—not only as a 
specimen of the elder poet 4 ?, but in itself as a beautiful poem, 
abounding in patho, exquisitely delicate imagination and 
truthfulness- to anjthnu of its species:— 

"11 is a wondious tluug how fleet 
’lwas on those litth ihn fut, 

Willi wli it a putty skipping gt uo 
It oft would dmlhngi nn. tin im, 

Auil win n t had h ft im tiu aw 

’J woul 1 stay, and lun a^am, utd stay , 

hoi it u is mmhlu inmh than lands, 

And find I*, it on tin (oui win Is 

I haw, i p ud( n ot my own, 

Hut so with iosis overgrown, 

And lilii n, that pm would it guiss 
'loin i httk wildiimss , 

Ami ill tin spmig turn of the w u 

II only lo\ i d to he tin u 
Among tin bids of hlus I 

11 1 \< sought it oft wluri i1 should lie, 

Vit could not, till ifsi 11 would iisi, 
laid it, although htfou nani i\«s. 

For in tin fl ixi a lilies shade 
It like a bank of hlus laid , 

Vpon tin iosts it would fied 
Lntil its lips i viu sicnwd to bind, 

And thin to nii ’twoulil boldly tup, 

And print thosi loses on my lip, 

Hut all its thief ill light was still 
^Vith iosts thus itsdl to fill, 

And its puu, Migm limbs to fold 
In whitest shi i ts of lilies i ohl 
Had it lived long, it would li ivc hi i n 
Lillis without, iosts within ’* 

How truthful an air of lamentations hangs here upon every 
syllable! It pervades all. It comes ovt r the sweet melody 
of the words—over the gentleness and grace which we fancy 
in the little maiden herself—even over the half playful, half- 
petulant air with which she lingers on the beauties and good 
* qualities of her favourite — like the cool shadow of a vwnn or 
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cloud over a bed of lilies and violets, “ and all sweet flowers." 
The whole is redolt nt with‘poetry of a very lofty order* 
Every line 1*3 an idea conveying either the beauty and 
playfulness of the fawn, or the artlessness of the maiden, or 
her love, or her admiration, or her grief, or the fiagranco and 
warmth and appropriateness of the little nest-like bpd of lilies 
and roses which tho fawn devoured as it lay upon them, and 
could scarcely be* distinguished from them by tho once happy 
little damsel who went to seek hor pet with an arch and rosy 
smile on her fare. Consider the great variety of fruthful 
and delicate thought in the few lines wo have quoted—the 
wonder of tho little maiden at the tleetness of her favouritej— 
the “littlo silver feet”—the fawn challenging his mistress to a 
race with “ a pretty skipping grace,” running 011 before, and 
then, with head turned back, aw ailing Ik r approach only to 
fly from it again—can wo not distinctly perceive all these 
things 1 Ilow exceedingly vigorous, too, is the line, 

“ And trod as if on tho tour winds ! ’* 
a vigour apparent only when wo keep in mind tho artless 
character of the speaker and the four feet of the favourite, 
one for each wind. Then consider the garden of “ my own,” 
so overgi own, entangled with roses and lilies, as to be “ a 
littlo wilderness”—the fawn loving to be there, and there 
“only”—the maiden seeking it “where it should lie”—and 
not being able to distinguish it from the flower* until “ itself 
would rise ”—tho lyiDg among the lilies “like a bank of lilies" 
—the loving to “ fill itself with roses," 

11 And it* pure virgin limbs to fold 

Iu whitest sheets of lilies cold,” . 

and these things being its “chief" delights—and then the pro- 
eminent beauty and naturalness of the concluding lines, whose 
very hyperbole only renders them more true to nature when 
we consider the innocence, the artlessness, the enthusiasm, 
the passionate girl, and more passionate admiration of the 
bereaved child— 

Had it lived long, it would have been 
* Lili**s without, roses within,” 
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ARTHUR GORDON PYM OF NANTUCKET; 

COMPRISING 

The Details of a Mutiny and Atrocious Butchery on 
Board tiie American Brig “ Grampus,” on her way to 
the South Seas—with an Account of the Recapture 
of the Vessel by the Survivors ; their Shipwreck, 

AND SUBSEQUENT HORRIBLE SUFFERINGS FROM FAMINE; 

their Deliverance by means of the British Schooner 
“Jane Guy”; the brief Cruise of this latter Vessel 
in the Antarctic Ocean; nER Capture, and the 
Massacre of her Crew among a Group of Islands 
in the 84th Parallel of Southern Latitude, to¬ 
gether with the Incredible Adventures and Dis¬ 
coveries STILL FURTHER SOUTH, TO WHICH THAT 
Distressing Calamity gave rise. 

PRELIMINARY NOTICE. 

Upon my return to the United States a few months ago, after 
the ^extraordinary series of adventure in the South Seas and 
elsewhere, of which an account is given in the following pages, 
accident threw me into the society of several gentlemen in 
Richmond, Va., who felt deep interest in all matters relating 
to t-h* fegions I had visited, and who weiv. rnnstant#y urging 

A ' li.C 
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it upon me, as a duty, to give my narrative to the public. I 
had several rea»ons, liowevef, for declining to do so, some o t 
which wore of a nature altogether pri\ate, and concern no 
person hut myself; others not so much so. One considera¬ 
tion which deterred me was that, having kept no journal 
during a greater portion of the time in which 1 w«^s absent, I * 
feared 1 should not be able to write fiom mere memory a 
statement so minute and eonnected as to have the appearance 
of that truth it would roally possess, barring only the natural 
and unavoidable exaggeration to which all of us aro prone 
when detailing ovents which have had powerful influence in 
exciting the imaginative faculties. Another reason was, that 
the iundents to be narrated, were of a nature so positively 
marvellous, that, unsupported as my assertions must neeos- 
saidy be (except by the evidence of a single individual, and 
lie a half-breed Indian), I could only hope for belief among my 
family and those of my friends who have had reason through 
life to put faith in my veracity—the probability being that 
the public at large would regard what I should put forth as 
merely an impudent and ingenious fiction. A distrust in my 
own abilities as a writer was, nevertheless, one of the principal 
causes which prevented me from complying with the sugges¬ 
tions of my advisers. 

Among those gentlemen in Virginia who expressed (lie 
greatest interest in my statement, more particularly iu regard 
to that portion of it which related to the Antarctic Ocean, was 
Mr. Poe, lately editor of the Southern Literary Messenger, a 
monthly magazine, published by Mr. Tlmmas W. White, in 
the city of Richmond. He strongly advised me, among others* 
to prepare at once a full account of what I harl seen and under¬ 
gone, and trust to the shrewdness and common sense of the 
public—insisting with great plausibility that however roughly* 
as regards mere authorship, my book should be got up* its 
very uncouthnes*, if there were any, would give it all the 
bciljgysh&nce of being received as truth. 

tpodvithstanding this representation, I did not make up my* * 
tmnd to do as he suggested. He afterwards proposed (finding 
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that I would not stir in the matter) that I bhould allow him 
to draw up in his own words a narrative of the earlier portion 
of my adventures, from facts afforded by myself, publishing it 
In the Southern Messenger under the garb of fiction. To this, 
perceiving no objection, I consented, stipulating only that my 
real name should be letained Two numbers of the pretended 
fiction appeared consequently in the Messenger for Januaiy 
and February (1837); and in order that it might certainly be 
regarded as fiction, the mrao of Mr. Poe Was affixed to tho 
articles in the table of contents of the magazine. 

The manner in which this »use was received has induced mo 
at length to undertake a regular compilation and publication 
of tho adventures in question ; for 1 found that, in spite of the 
air of fable which hul been so ingeniously tin own around that 
portion of my statement which appeared in the Messenger 
(without altering or distorting a single fact), tlu* public were 
still not at all disposed to receive it as fable, ami several letters 
were sent to Mr. P.’s address, distinctly expressing a conviction 
to the contiaiy. 1 theme concluded that the facts of my 
narrative would prove of such a nature as to carry with them 
sufficient evidence of their own authenticity, and that 1 had 
consequently little to fear on the scoie of popular incredulity. 

This expos# being made, it will be seen at once how much of 
what follows I claim to be my own writing ; and it will also 
be understood that no fact is misrepresented in the fust few 
pages, which were written by Mr. Poe. Even’to those readi u 
who have not seen the Messenger, it will be untieccssaiy to 
point out where his portion ends and my own commenros; 
the difference in point of style will be readily perceived. 

A. G. PYM. 

35tar York. July 1838. 
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CHAPTER I. 

My name is Arthur Gordon Pym. My father was a respect¬ 
able trader in soa-storcs at Nantucket, where I was torn. My 
maternal grandfather was an attorney in good practice. He 
was fortunate in eyerything, and had speculated very success¬ 
fully in stocks of the Edgarton New Bank, as it w T as formerly 
called. By these and other means lie had managed to lay by 
a tolerable sum of money. He was more attached to myself, 
I believe, than to any other person in the world, and I expected 
to inherit the most of his property at his death. He sent me, 
at six years of age, to the school of old Mr. Ricketts, a gentle¬ 
man with only one arm, and of eccentric manners—he is well 
known to almost every person who has visited New Bedford. 
I stayed at his school until I was sixteen, when I left him foi 
Mr. E. Ronald’s academy on the hill. Hero 1 became intimate 
with the son of Mr. Barnard, a sea captain, who generally 
sailed in the employ of Lloyd and Vredcnburgh; Mr. Barnard 
is also very well known in New Bedford, and has many 
relations, I am certain, in Edgarton. His son was named 
Augustus, and he was nearly two years older than myself. 
He had boon on a whaling voyage with his father in the John 
Donah!son, and was always talking to me of his adventures 
in tho South Pacific Ocean. 1 used frequently to go home 
witli him, and remain all day, and sometimes all night. .We 
occupied the same bed, and he would be sure to keep me awake 
until almost light, telling me stories of the natives of the 
islaftd of Tinian, and other places he had visited in his travels. 
At last I could not help being interested in what he said, and 
by degrees I felt the greatest desire to go to sea. I owned a 
sail-boat, called the Ariel, and worth about seventy-five dollars. 
She had a half-deck or cuddy, and was rigged sloop-fashion— 
I forgot her tonnage, but she would hold ten persons without 
much crowding. In this boat wo were in the habit of agoing 
on some of the maddest freaks in the world; and, when I now 



ARTHUR GORDON PYM. 


199 


think of them, it appears to me a thousand wonders that I am 
alive to-day. 

I will relate one of these adventures by way of introduction 
to a longer and more momentous narrative. One night there 
was a party at Mr. Barnard’s, and both Augustus and myself 
were not a little intoxicated towards the close of it. As usual 
in such cases, I took part of his bed in preference to going 
home. He went to sleep, as I thought, very quietly (it being 
near one when the party broke up), and without saying a word 
on his favourite topic. I t might have been half an hour from 
the time of our getting in bed, and I was just about falling 
into a doze, wlion he suddenly started up, and swore with a 
terrible oath that he would not go to sleep for any Arthur 
Pym in Christendom when there was so glorious a breeze from 
the south-west. I never was so astonished in my life, not 
knowing what ho intended, and thinking that the wines ami 
liquors he had drunk had set him entirely beside himself. 1 le 
proceeded to talk very coolly, however, saying ho knew that 
I supposed him intoxicated, hut that lie was never more sober 
in his life. He was only tired, lie added, of lying in bed on 
such a fine night like a dog, and was determined to get up and 
dress, and go out on a frolic with the boat. I can hardly tell 
what possessed me, hut the words were no sooner out of his 
mouth than 1 felt a thrill of the greatest excitement and 
pleasure, and thought his mad idea one of the most delightful 
and most reasonable things in the world. * It was blowing 
, almost a gale, and the weather was very cold—it being late 
in- October. I sprang out of bed, nevertheless, in a kind of 
ecstasy, and told him I was quite as brave as himself, and 
quite as tired as he was of lying iu bod like a dog, and quite 
as ready for any fun or frolic as any Augustus Barnard in 
Nantucket. 

We lost no time in getting on our clothes and hurrying 
down to the boat. She was lying at the old decayed wharf 
by the lumber-yard of Pankey & Co., and almost thumping 
her sides out against the rough logs. Augustus got into her 
. and noted her, for she was nearly half full of water. This 
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being done, wo hoisted jib and mainsail, kept fall,‘and started 
boldly out to sea. ' 

The wind, as I before said, blew freshly from the south-wosfc. 
The night was very clear and cold. Augustus had taken the 
helm, and I stationed myself hy the mast on the deck of the 
cuddy. We Hew along at a great rate, neither of ( us having 
said a word since casting loose from the wharf. 1 now asked 
my companion what course ho intended to steer, and what 
limo lie thought it probable we should get back. He whistled 
for a few minutes, and then said crustily, “2 am going to sea, 
tfini may go home if you think proper.” Turning my eyes 
upon him, 1 perron cd at onco that, in spite of his assumed 
non(li<ihtti< , r i he v as greatly agitated. I could roc him distinctly 
oy tlio light of the moon, his face was paler than any marble, 
and his hand shook so excessively that he could scarcely retain 
hold of the tiller. I found that something had gone wrong, 
and became seriously alarmed. At this period I knew little 
about the management of a boat, and was now depending 
entirely upon the nautical skill of my friend. The wind, too, 
had suddenly increasod, and we were fast getting out of the 
lee of the land, still I was ashamed to betray any trepidation, 
and for almost half an hour maintained a resolute silence, I 
could stand it no longer, however, and spoke to Augustus 
about the propriety of turning back. As before, it was nearly 
a minute before lie made answer, or took any notice of my 
suggestion. “ By and by,” said ho at length,- time enough 
—home by and by.” I had exported such a reply, but there 
was something in the tono of these words which filled me with 
an imioscribablo feeling of dread. I again looked at the 
speaker attentively, llis lips were perfectly livid, and his 
knees shook so violently together that ho seemed scarcely able 
to stand “For God's sake, Augustus,” I screamed, now 
heartily frightened, “ what ails you ? what is the matter ? what 
are you going to do?” “Matter!” he stammered, in the 
greatest apparent surprise, letting go the tiller at the same 
moment, and falling forward into the bottom of the bo&tr-~ 
“ matter !-v-wliy, nothing is the—matter—going home^-d—d 
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~*4vn% you See ? * The whole truth now flashed upon roe. 
I flew to him and raised him ty>. Ho wns drunk beastly 
drunk; he could no longer either stand, speak, or fee His 
eyes were perfectly glazed; and as 1 let linn go in the ex¬ 
tremity of my despair, he rolled like a more log into the bilge- 
water from which I had lifted him. It was evident that during 
the evening lie had dinnk far more than I suspected, and that 
his conduct in bed had been the result of a highly concentrated 
state of intoxication - a state which, like madness, frequently 
enables the victim to imitate the outuaul demeanour of one in 
perfect possesion of his senses. The coolness of the night air, 
however, had had its usual effect—the mental energy began to 
yield before its influence—and the confused pm opt ion which 
ho no doubt then had of liis perilous situation had assisted m 
hastening the catastrophe. Ho was now thoionghly insensible, 
and there was no probability that he would be otlioi u be for 
many hours. 

It is hardly possible to conceive the extremity of my terror. 
The fumes of the wine lately taken had evaporated, having me 
doubly timid and irresolute. I knew that I was altogether 
incapable of managing the boat, and that a iioice wind and 
strong ebb tide were hurrying us to destruction. A stoun 
was evidently gathering behind us; we had neither compass 
nor provisions, and it was clear that, if we held our present 
course, we should be out of sight of land befoic daybreak. 
These thoughts, with a crowd of others equally fearful, flashed 
through my mind with a bewildering rapidity, and for some 
moments paralysed me beyond the pobodulity of making any 
exertion. The boat was going through the water at a terrible 
rate, full before the wind, no reef in either jib oi mainsail, 
running her bows completely under tbo foam. It was a 
thousand wonders she did not broach to—Augustus having let 
go the tiller, as I said before, and I being too much agitated 
t0 think of taking it myself. By good luck, however, she kept 
steady, and gradually I recovered some degree of presence of 
mind. Still the wind was increasing fearfully; and whenever 
we rqpe from a plunge forward, the sea behind fell* combing 
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over our counter, ami (loluge(j us with water. I was so utterly 
benumbed, too, in evciy limb, as to be noarly unconscious of 
sensation. At length I summoned up tho resolution of despair, 
and, lulling to tin* mainsail, let it go by the run. As might 
have been expected, it flew over the bows, and, getting drenched 
with watei, carried away the mast shoit oil by the board. 
This latter accident alone saved mo from instant destruction. 
Under the jib only I now boomed along before the wind, ship¬ 
ping heavy seas occasionally, but relieved from the terror of 
immediate death. I took the helm, and breathed with greater 
freedom as 1 found that theie yet remained to us a chance of 
ultimate escape. Augustus still lay senseless in the bottom of 
the boat, and as there was imminent danger of his drowning 
(the water being neaily a foot deep just whore he fell), I con¬ 
trived to raise him partially up, and hoop him in a sitting 
position, by passing a rope round his ivaist, and lashing it to a 
ring-holt in the deck of the ruddy. Ha\ing thus arranged 
everything as well as I could in my chilled and agitated con¬ 
dition, I recommended myself to God, and made up iny mind to 
bear whatever might happen with all tho fortitude in my power. 

Hardly had X come to this resolution, when, suddenly, a loud 
and long scream or yell, as if from the throats of a thousand 
demons, seemed to peivado the whole atmosphere around and 
above the boat. Never while I live shall I forget the intense 
agony of terror I experienced at that moment. My hair stood 
erect on my head—I felt the blood congealing in my veins— 
my heart ceased utterly to beat, and wit horn having once raised 
my eyes to learn the source of my alarm, I tumbled headlong 
and insensible upon the body of my fallen companion. 

J^ound myself, upon reviving, in the cabin of a large whaling- 
ship (the Penguin) bound to Nantucket. Several persons were 
standing over me, and Augustus, paler than death, was busily 
occupied in chafing my hands. Upon seeing mo open my eyes, 
his exclamations of gratitude and joy excited alternate laughter 
and tears from the rough-looking personages who were presents 
The mystery of our being in existence wms now soon explained. 
"We had been run down by the whaling-ship, which was close-. 
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hauled, beating up to Nantucket with every sail she could 
venture to set, and consequently running almost at right angles 
to our own courfc. Several men were on the look-out forward, 
but did not perceive our boat until it was an impossibility to 
avoid coming in contact—their shouts of warning upon seeing 
us were w|iat so terribly alarmed me. The huge ship, 1 was 
told, rode immediately over us with as much eauo as our own 
little vessel would havo passed over a feather, and without tlio 
least pcrceptiblo impediment to her progress. Not a scream 
ftroso from the deck of the victim ; there was a slight grating 
sound to bo heard mingling with the roar of wind and water, 
as the frail bark which was swallowed up rubbed for a moment 
along the keel of her destroyer; but this was all. Thinking 
our boat (which it will be rememberod was dismasted) Rome 
more shell cut adrilt as useless, the captain (Captain E. T. V. 
Block, of New London) was for proceeding on his course 
without troubling himself further about the matter. Luckily, 
there wero two of the look-out who swore positively to having 
seen some person at our helm, and lepresented the possibility 
of yet saving him. A discussion ensued, when Block giew 
angry, and, after a while, said that “it was no business of his 
to be eternally watching for egg-sliolls 5 that the ship should 
not put about for any such nonsense; and if there was a man 
run down, it was nobody's fault but his own; he might drown 
and be d-d,” or some language to that effect. Henderson, 
the first mate, now took the matter up, being justly indignant, 
as well as the ay hole ship's crew, at a speech evincing such a 
degree of heartless atrocity. Ho spoke plainly, seeing himself 
upheld by the men, told the captain he considered him a fit 
subject for the gallows, and that he would disobey his orders 
if he were hanged for it the moment he set his foot on shore. 
He strode aft, jostling Block (who turned very pale, and made 
no answer) on one side, and seizing the helm, gave the word, 
in a firm voice, Ilard-a-lee / The men flew to their posts, and 
the ship went cleverly about. All this had occupied nearly five 
xninu|^, and it was supposed to be hardly within the bounds 
of possibility that any individual could be saved—allowing any 
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to have been on board tho boat. Yet, as the reader has seen, 
both Augustus and myself were rescued; and our deliverance 
seemed to have been brought about by two of those almost 
inconceivable pieces of good fortune which are attributed by 
the wise and pious to tho special interference of Providence. 

While the ship was yet in stays, the mate lowere£ the jolly- 
boat and jumped into her with the vciy two men, f believe, 
who spoke up as ha\ mg seen me at the helm. They had just 
left the lee of the vessel (tho moon still shining brightly) when 
she made a long and heavy roll to windward, and Henderson* 
at the same moiu< nt, staiting lip in his seat, bawled out to bis 
ciew to had vault r. lie would say nothing else—repeating 
his cry impatiently, bad waUrf bad watei / The men put 
back as speedily as possible; but by this time the ship had 
gone round and gotton full) under headway, although all hands 
on hoard wore making great exertions to take in sail. In 
despite of the danger of tho attempt, the mate clung to the 
main-chains as soon as they came within his reach. Another 
huge lurch now brought the starboard sido of the vessel out of 
Avater ncaily as far as her keel, when the cause of his anxiety 
was rendered obvious enough. The body of a man was seen 
to be affixed in the most singular manner to the smooth and 
shining bottom (the Penguin was coppered and eoppei-fastened), 
and beating violently against it with every movement of the 
hull. After several ineffectual efforts, made during the lurches 
of the ship, and at the imminent risk of swamping the boat* I 
was finally disengaged from my perilous situation, and taken 
on board, for the body proved to be my own. It appeared that 
one of the timber-bolts having started and broken a passage 
thryigh the copper, it had arrested my pjogiess as 1 passed^ 
under the ship, and fastened me in so extraordinary a manner 
to her bottom. The head of the bolt had made its way through 
Ihe collar of the green baize jacket I had on, and through the 
back part of my neck, forcing itself out between two sinews 
and just below the right ear. I was immediately put td bed 
—although life seemed to be totally extinct. Tnere was no 
surgeon oil board. The captain, however, treated me* with 
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every attention—to make amends, I presume, in the eyes of 
bis crew, for his atrocious behaviour in the previous portion 
of the adventure. 

In the meantime, llcndcmon had again put off fiom tho ship, 
although the wind was now blowing almost a hurricane. Ho 
had not been gone many minutia when he fell in with sumo 
fragments^ our boat, and shortly afterwards ono of the men 
with him assorted that ho could distinguish a cry for help at 
intervals amid the roaring of tho tempest. This induced tho 
hardy seamen to persevere in their search for moro than half 
an hour, although repeated signals to return wero made them 
by Captain Block, and although every moment on tho water 
in so frail a boat was fraught to them with the most imminent 
and deadly peril. Indeed, it is neaily impossible to conceive 
* how the small jolly they W'ere in could have escaped desti uel ion 
for a single instant. She was built, however, for tho whaling 
service, and was fitted, as I have since had icason to beliove, 
with air-boxes, in the manner of some life-boats used on tho 
coast of Wales. 


After searching in vain for about tho period of time just 
mentioned, it was determined to get back to the ship. They 
had scarcely made this resolve when a feeble cry arose from a 
dark object that floated rapidly by. They pursued and soon 
overtook it. It proved to be the entire deck of the Ariel's 
cuddy. Augustus was struggling near it, apparently in tho 
last agonies. Upon getting hold of him, it w£s found that ho 
Vim* attached by a rope to tho iloatiug timber. This rope, it 
will bo remembered, I lrnd mj self tied round his waist, and 
made fast to a ring-bolt, for the purpose of keeping him in 
ap upright position, and my so doing, it appeared, had been 
ultimately the means of preserving his life. The Ariel was 
Slightly put together, and in going down, her frame naturally 
went to pieces; the deck of the cuddy, as might have been 
expected, was lifted, by the force of the water rushing in, 
1 entirely from the main timbers, and floated (with other frag¬ 
ments, no doubt) to the surface—Augustus was buoyed up 
* with it* and thus escaped a tcirible death. 
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It was more than an hour after being taken on board the 
Penguin before ho could give any account of himself, or be 
made to comprehend the nature of the accident which had 
befallen our boat. At length he became thoroughly aroused, 
and spoke much of his sensations while in the water. Upon 
his first attaining any degree of consciousness, he found himself 
beneath the surface, whirling round and round with 4 inconceiv¬ 
able rapidity, and with a rope wound in three or four folds 
tightly about his neck. In an instant afterwards he felt himself 
going rapidly upward, when, his head striking violently against 
a hard substance, he again relapsed into insensibility. Upon 
Once more reviving, he was in fuller possession of his reason; 
this was still, however, in the greatest degree clouded and 
confusod. He now know that some accident had occurred, and 
that he was in the water, although his mouth was above the 
surface, and he could breathe with some froedom. Possibly, 
at this period, the deck was drifting rapidly before the wind, 
and drawing him after it, as he floated upon his back. Of course, 
as long as he could have retained this position, it would have 
been nearly impossible that lie should be drowned. Presently 
a surge threw him directly athwart the dock; and this post 
he endeavoured to maintain, screaming at intervals for help. 
Just before he was discovered by Mr. Henderson, he had been 
obliged to relax his hold through exhaustion, and, falling into 
the sea, had given himself up for lost. During the whole period 
k of his struggles he had not the faintest recollection of the Ariel, 

nor of anv matters in connection with the source of his disaster. 
* 

A vague feeling of terror and despair had taken entire posses¬ 
sion of his faculties. When ho was finally picked up, every 
power of his mind had failed him ; and, as before said, it was 
nearly an hour after getting on board the Penguin before he 
became fully aware of his condition. In regard to myself, I 
was resuscitated from a stato bordering very nearly upon 
death (and after every other means had been tried in vain for 
three hours and a half) by vigorous friction with flannels 
bathed in hot oil, a proceeding suggested by Augustus. The 
wound iif my neck, although of an ugly appearance, ‘proved 
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of little real consequence, and I soon recovered from its 
effects.’ • 

The Penguin got into port about nine o’clock in the morning, 
after encountering one of the severest gales ever experienced 
off Nantucket. Both Augustus and myself managed to appear 
at Mr. Barnard’s in time for breakfast—which, luckily, was 
somewhat late, owing to the party overnight. I suppose, all 
at the table were too much fatigued themselves to notice our 
jaded appearance—of course, it would not have homo a very 
rigid scrutiny. Schoolboys, however, can accomplish wonders 
in the way of deception, and I verily believe not one of our 
friends in Nantucket had the slightest suspicion that the 
terrible story told by some sailors in town of their having run 
down a vessel at scit, and drowned some thirty or forty poor 
devils, had reference either to the A rid, my companion, or myself. 
We two have since veiy frequently talked the mattor over— 
but never without a shudder. In one of our conversations 
Augustus frankly confessed to me, that in his whole life ho 
had at no time experienced so excruciating a sense of dismay, 
as when on board our little boat ho first discovered the extent 
of his intoxication, and felt himself sinking beneath its influence. 


CHAPTER II. 

In no affairs of mere prejudice, pro or con t do we deduce infer¬ 
ences with entire certainty, even from the most simple data. 
It might be supposed that a catastrophe such as I have just 
delated would have effectually cooled my incipient passion for 
the sea. On the contrary, I never experienced a more ardent 
longing for the wild adventures incident to the life of a 
navigator than within a week after our miraculous deliverance. 
This short period proved amply long enough to erase from my 
memory the shadows, and bring out in vivid liglfl all the 
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pleasurably exciting points of colour, all the picturesqueness 
of the late perilous accident. * My conversations with Augustus 
grew daily mmo frequent and more intensely full of interest. 
He had a manner of relating his stories of the ocean (mom 
than om* half of which I now suspect to have, been sheer fabrica¬ 
tion-.) well adapted to have weight with one of my enthusiastic 
temperament, and somewhat gloomy, although glowing imagina¬ 
tion. It is strange, too, that he most strongly enlisted my 
feelings in behalf of the life of a seaman, when he depicted 
liis more terrible moments of suffering and despair. For the 
bright side of the painting 1 had a limited sympathy. My 
visions were of shipwieek and famine; of death or captivity 
among haihan.ni hoides; of a lifetime dragged out in sorrow 
and tears, upon some giey and desolate rock, in an ocean 
unapproachable and unknown, such visions or desires—-for 
they amounted to desires--are common, I have since been 
assured, to the whole numeious race ot the melancholy among 
men —at the time of which 1 speak, I regarded them only as 
prophetic glimpses of a destiny, which I felt myself in a 
measure hound to fulfil. Augustus thoroughly entered into 
my state of mind. It is probable, indeed, that our intimate 
communion had resulted in a partial interchange of character. 

About eighteen months after tho period of the Arid 
disaster, the firm of Lloyd and Vredonburgh (a house con" 
nectedin some manner with tho Messieurs Endorby, I believe, 
of Liverpool) were engaged in repairing and fitting out the 
brig Grampus for a whaling voyage. She was an old hulk, 
and scarcely seaworthy when nil was done to her that could 
be done. I hardly know why she was chosen in preference to 
othe£ and good vessels belonging to tho same owners— but so 
it was. Mr. Barnard was appointed to command her, and 
Augustus was going with him. Whilo the brig was getting . 
ready, he frequently urged upon me the excellency of the 
opportunity now offered for indulging my desire of travel.« 


He found me by no means an unwilling listener; yet 
matter could not lie so easily arranged. My father made no 
direct ojfposition ; but my mother went into hysterics the 1 
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bare mention of the design; aijd, more than all, my grand** 1 
father, from whom I expected much, vowed to cut me off with 
a shilling if J should ever broach the subject to him again. 
These difficulties, however, so far from abating my desire, 
only added fuel to the ilame. 1 determined to go at all 
hazards; and, having made known my intention to Augustus, 
we set about arranging a plan by which it might bo accom¬ 
plished. In the meantime I forbore speaking to any of my 
relations in rogard to the voyage, and, as 1 busied myself 
ostensibly with my usual studio*, it was supposed that I had 
abandoned the design. I ha\c since frequently examined my 
cdnduct on this occasiou with sentiments of displeasure as 
well as of surprise. The intense hypocrisy I made use of for 
tho furtherance of my project—an hypocrisy pervading every 
1 word and action of my life for so long a period of time—could 
only have been rendered tolerable to myself by the wild 
and burning expectation with which I looked forward to tho 
fulfilment of my long-cherished visions of travel. 

In pursuance of my scheme of deception, I was necessarily 
obliged to leave much to tho management of Augustus, who 
was employed for the greater part of every day on board tho 
Grampus, attending to some arrangements for his father in 
the cabin and cabin-hold. At night, however, we were sure 
to have a conference, and talk over our hopes. After nearly 
a month passed in this manner, without our lytting upon any 
plait we thought likely to succeed, lie told me at la^t that he 
> 'bad determined upon everything necessary. I had a relation 
living in New Bedford, a Mr, Boss, at whose house I was in 
the habit of spending occasionally two or three weeks at » 
time. The brig was to sail about the middle of June (Juno 
, 1827), and it was agreed that, a day or two before her putting 
to sea, my father was to receive a note as usual from Mr. lions, 
asking mo to come over and spend a fortnight with Jlobert, 
and Emmet (his sons). Augustus charged himself with the 
♦ inditing of this note and getting it delivered. Having set out, 
jR6 JAtpp^ed, for Now Bedford, I was then to report myself to 
W Companion, who would contrive a hiding-place for me in 
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# tlio d This hiding - place, ho attun’d wo, would be 
rendered sufficient Ij comfort,able for a ievidence of many days, 
during which I was not to make my appearance. When the 
brig had pio< oodod m> far on her cour&o as to make any turning 
back a in.itter out of question, I bhould then, he said, be 
formally installed in all the coinfotts of the cabin j and as to 
his father, lift would only laugh heartily at the jokj. Vessels 
enough would be met with, by which a letter might bo sent 
home explaining the adventure to my parents. 

The middle of June at length arrived, and everything hail 
been matured. The noto was written and delivered, and on a 
Monday morning I left the house for the New Hertford packet, 
as supposed. 1 went, however, straight to Augustus, who was 
waiting for mo at the corner of a stioet. It had been our 
original plan that I should keep out of the way until dark, * 
ami then slide on board the brig; but as there was now a 
thiik fog in our favour, it was agreed to lose no time in 
secreting me. Augustus led the wav to the wharf, and I 
followed at a little distance, enveloped in a thick seaman’s 
cloak which he had brought with him, w> that my person 
might not be easily recognised, dust as we turned the second 
corner, after passing Mr. Kdmuml's well, who should appear, 
standing right in front of me, and looking me full in the face, 
but old Mr. Peterson, my grandfather. “ Why, bless my soul, 
Goidon,” said he, after a long pause, “why, why ,—whose dirty 
cloak is that you have on ? v “ Sir! ” l replied, n turning, aft well 
as 1 could, in the exigency of the moment, an air of offended 
surprise, and talking in the gruffest of all imaginable tones— 
“sir! you are a suin’mat mistaken; my name, in the first 
plaqf, heen’t nothing at all like Goddin, and l\i want you for 
to know' better, you blackguard, than to call my new' obercoafc 
a darty one/’ For my life I could hardly refrain from scream* 
ing with laughter at the odd manner in w'hieli the old gentleman 
i eceivod this handsome rebuke. He started back two or threo 
steps, turned first pale and then excessively red, threw up his, 
spectacles, then, putting them down, ran full tilt at me with 
his umbrella uplifted. He stopped short, however* in his 
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career, as if struck with a sudden recollection ; and presently, 
turning round, hobbled off dowft the street, shaking all the 
while with rage, and muttering between his teeth, “ Won’t do 
—-new glasses—thought it was Gordon— d—d good-for-nothing 
salt water Long Tom.” 

After this narrow escape we proceeded with greater caution, 
and arrived at our point of destination in safely. There wore 
only one or two of the hands on board, and those wero busy 
forward, doing something to the forecastle combings. Captain 
Barnard, we knew very well, was engaged at Lloyd and 
Vredenburgh’s, and would remain there until late in the 
evening, so we had little to apprehend on liis jiccouut. 
Augustus went first up the vessel's side, and in a short while 
I followed him, without being noticed by the men at work. 

• We proceeded at once into the cabin, and found no person 
there. It was fitted up in the most comfortable style—a 
thing somewhat unusual in a whaling vessel. There were 
four very cxcelhnt state - room % with wide and convenient 
berths. There was al**o a largo stove, 1 took notice, and a 
remarkably thick and valuable carpet covering the floor of 
both the cabin and state-rooms. The ceiling was full seven 
feet high, and, in short, everything appeared of a more roomy 
and ngreeablo nature than I had anticipated. Augustus, 
however, would allow mo but little time for observation, 
insisting upon the necessity of my concealing myself as soon 
as possible. Ho led the waj r into his own state-room, which 
was on the starboard side of the brig, ami next to the bulk¬ 
heads. Upon entering, ho closed the d«*or and bolted it. 1 
thought 1 had never seen a nicer little room than the one in 
which I now found myself. It was about ten feet long, and 
had only one berth, which, as 1 said before, was wide ami 
convenient. In that portion of the closet nearest the bulkheads 
there was a space of four feet square, containing a table, a 
chair, and a set of hanging shelves full of books, chiefly 
hooks of voyages and travels. There were many other little 
comforts in the room, among which I ought not to forget 
a ktodiOf safe or refrigerator, in which Augustus pointed out 
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to me a host of delicacies, both in the eating and drinking 
department, 

lie now proved with liis knuckles upon a certain spot of 
the carpet in one corner of the space just mentioned, letting 
mo know that a pottion of the flooring, about sixteen inches 
square, had been neatly cut out and again adjusted. As ho 
pressed, this portion rose up at one end sufficiently to allow 
the passage of his finger beneath. In this mariner he raised 
th(' mouth of the trap (to which tire carpet was still fastened 
by tacks), and I found that it led into the after-hold. Ho 
next lit a small taper by means of a phosphorus match, and, 
placing the light in a dark lantern, descended with it through 
the opi ning, bidding me follow. 1 did so, and he then pulled 
tin* cover upon the hole by means of a nail driven into tho 
under side; the cat pet, of course, resuming its original position * 
on the floor of the state room, and all traces of the aperture 
being concealed. 

Thu taper gave out so feeble a ray that it was with tho 
greatest difficulty I could grope my way through the confused 
mass of lumber among which 1 now found myself. By 
degicos, however, my eyes became accustomod to the gloom* 
and I proceeded with less trouble, holding on to the skirts of 
my friend's coat. He brought me, at length, after creeping 
and winding through innumerable narrow passages, to an 
iron-bound box, such as is used sometimes for packing fine 
eat thenware. It was nearly four feet high, and full six 
long, but very narrow. Two largo empty oil-casks lay on the 
top of it, and above these again a vast quantity of straw 
matting, piled up as high as the floor of tho cabin. In 
evqjy other direction around was wedged as closely as 
possible, even up to tho eciling, a complete chaos of almost 
every species of ship furniture, together with a heterogeneous 
medley of mites, hampers, barrels, and bales, so that ft 
seemed a matter no less than miraculous that we had < 
covered any passage at all to the box. I afterward found 
that Augustus had purposely arranged tho stowage in this 
hold with a view to affording me a thorough coniMmei^ 
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having had only one assistant in* the labour, a man not going 
out in the brig. 

My companion now show ed me that one of Iho ends of the 
box could be removed at pleasure, lie ►lipped it aside qpd 
displayed the interior, at which I was excessively amused. 
A inattrt 8S|from one of the cabin berths covered the whole of 
its bottom, and it contained almost every article of mere 
comfort which could be crowded into so small a space, allowing 
me, at the same time, sufficient room for my accommodation, 
either in a sitting position or lying at full length. Among 
Other things, there were some hooks, pm, ink, and paper, 
thr^e blankets, a largo jug full of water, a keg of t»ca biscuit, 
three or four immense bologna sausages, an enormous ham, a 
m cold leg of roast mutton, and half-a-dozen bottles of cordials 
and liquors. I proceeded immediately to take possession of 
my little apartment, ami this with foldings of higher satisfac¬ 
tion, I am sure, than any monarch ever experienced upon 
entering a new palace. Augustus now pointed out to mo the 
method of fastening the open end of the box, and then, holding 
the taper close to the deck, showed me a piece of dark whipcord 
lying along it. This, he said, extended from my hiding-place 
throughout all the necessary windings among tint lumber, to 
" a nail which was driven into the deck of the hold, irnmediati ly 
beneath the trap-door leading into his state-room. By means 
of this cord 1 should be enabled readily to traeo my way out 
Without his guidance, piovided any unlooked-for accident 
'should tender such a step necessary. Ho now took his 
departure, lea\ing with me tho lantern, together with a copious 
etrpply of tapers and phosphorus, and promising to pay me a 
visit as often as he could contrive to do so without observation. 
This was on the seventeenth of June. 

I remained three days and nights (as nearly as I could guess) 
lit my hiding-place without getting out of it at all, except 
twice for the purpose of stretching my limbs by standing erect 
between two crates just opposite the opening. During the 
whole period 1 saw nothing of Augustus; hut this occasioned 
me little uneasiness, as 1 knew the brig was expected to put 
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to sea every hour, and in tho‘ bustle lie would not easily find 
opportunities of coming down to me. At length I heard the 
trap open and shut, and presently lie called in a low voice, 
asking if all was well, and if there was anything I wanted. 
“ Nothing,” X replied ; “ 1 am as comfortable as can be; when 
will the biig sail?” “She will b<* under weigh ih less than 
half an hour,” ho answered. “ I came to let you know, and 
for fear you should he uneasy at my absence. I shall not 
have a chance of coming down again for some time —perhaps 
for thiee or four days more. All is going on right aboveboard. 
Alter I go up and close the trap, do \nu creep along by the 
whipcord to where the nail is driven in. You will find iny 
watch there it may be useful to you, as you have no daylight 
to keep time by. 1 suppose you can’t tell how long you have 
been buried - - only three days —this is the twentieth. I would 
bring the watch to your box, hut am afraid «f boiug missed.” 
With this he went up. 

In about an hour after ho had gone I distinctly felt the brig 
in motion, and congratulated myself upon having at length 
fairly commenced a voyage. Satisfied with this idea, I 
determined to make my mind as easy as possible, and await 
the course of events until I should be permitted to exchange 
the box for the more roomy, although baldly more comfort¬ 
able, accommodations of the cabiu. My first caro was to get 
tin' watch. Leav ing the taper burning, I groped along in the 
dark, following the coni through windings innumerable, in 
some of which 1 discovered that, after toiling a long distance, 
I w r as brought back within a foot or two of a former position. 
Afcjongth 1 reached the nail, and securing the object of my 
journey, returned with it in safety. I now looked over the 
books which had been bo thoughtfully provided, and selected 
the expedition of Lewis and Clarke to the mouth of the 
Columbia. With this I amused myself for some time, when, 
growing sleepy, l extinguished the light with great care, and 
soon fell into a sound slumber. 

Upon awaking I felt strangely confused in mind, And some 
time elapsed before I could bring to recollection all the variohs 
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circumstances of my situation By degrees, however, I 
remembered all. Striking a light, I looked at the watch; but 
it was run down, and there were, consequently, no means of 
determining how long I had slept. My limbs wore greatly 
cramped, and I was forced to relieve them by standing between 
the crates^ Presently feeling an almost ravenous appetite, I 
bethought myself of the cold mutton, some of which I had 
eaten just before going to sleep, and found excellent. What 
was my astonishment at discovering it to he in a state of 
absolute putrefaction ? This circumstance occasioned me great 
disquietude; for, connecting it with the disorder of mind I 
experienced upon awaking, I began to suppose that I must 
have slept for an inordinately long per iod of time. The close 
atmosphere of the hold might have had something to do with 
this, and might, in the end, be productive of the most serious 
results. My head ached excessively; I fancied that I drew 
every breath with difficulty; and, in short, I was oppressed 
with a multitude of gloomy feelings. Still I could not venture 
to make any disturbance by opening the trap or otherwise, 
and, having wound up the watch, contented myself as well as 
possible. 

Throughout the whole of the next tedious twenty-four hours 
no person came to my relief, and I could not help accusing 
Augustus of the grossest inattention. What alarmed me chiefly 
was, that the water in my jug w r as reduced to about half a pint, 
and I was suffering much from thirst, having eaten freely of 
the Bologna sausages after the loss of my mutton. I became 
very uneasy, and could no longer take any intorest in my 
books. I was overpowered, too, with a desire to sleep, yet 
trembled at the thought of indulging it, lest there might exist 
some pernicious influence, like that of burning charcoal, in the 
confined air of the hold. In the meantime the roll of the brig 
told mo that we were far in the main ocean, and a dull 
humming sound, which reached my ears as if from an immense 
distance, convinced me no ordinary gale was blowing. I could 
not imagine a reason for the absence of Augustus. .We were 
•surely far enough advanced on our voyage to allow of my 
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going up. Some accident mi^ht have happened to him~-bufc 
I could think of none which would account for his suffering 
mo to remain so long a prisoner, except, indeed, his having 
suddenly died or fallen overboard, and upon this idea I could 
not dwell with any degree of patience. It was possible that 
we had been baffled by head winds, and were still in the near 
vicinity of Nantucket. This notion, however, I wa$ forced to 
abandon ; for such being the case, the brig must have frequently 
gone about; and I was entirely satisfied, from her continual 
inclination to the lai board, that she had been sailing all along 
with a steady breeze on bur starboard quarter. Besides, 
granting that we were* still in the neighbourhood of the island, 
why should not Augustus have visited me and informed me 
of the circumstance ( Pondering in this manner upon the 
difficulties of my solitary and cheerless condition, I resolved 
to wait yet another twenty-four hours, when, if no relief were 
obtained, I would make my way to the trap, and endeavour 
either to hold a parley with my friend, or get at loast a little 
fresh air through the opening, and a further supply of water 
from his state-room. While occupied with this thought, how¬ 
ever, I fell, in spite of every exertion to the contrary, into a 
state of profound sleep, or rather stupor. My dreams were of 
the most terrific description. Every species of calamity and 
horror befell me. Among othor miseries, I was smothered to 
death between huge pillows by demons of the most ghastly 
and ferocious aspect. Immense serpents held mo in their 
embrace, and looked earnestly in my face w ith their fearfully 
shining eyes. Then deserts, limitless, and of the most forlorn 
and awe-inspiring character, 6pread themselves out before me. 
Immensely tall trunks of trees, grey and leafless, rose up in ’ 
endless succession as far as the eye could reach. Their roots 
were concealed in wide - spreading morasses, whose dreary 
water lay intensely black, still, and altogether terrible, beneath* - 
And the strange trees seemed endowed with a human vitality, 
and waving to and fro their skeleton arms, were crying to iho „ 
silent waters for mercy, in the shrill and piercing accents of 
the most acute agony and despair. The scene changed j*and X , 
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stood, naked and alone, amid # the burning sand-plains of 
Zahara. At my feet lay crouched a fierce lion of the tropic*. 
Suddenly his wild eyes opened and fell upon me. With a 
convulsive hound he spraug to his f< et, and 1 lid bare liis 
horrible teeth. In another instant there hurst from his red 
s throat a roar like the thunder of the firmament, and 1 fell 
hnpefcuousty to the earth. Stifling in a paroxysm of terroi, I 
at last found myself partially awake. My dream, then, was 
not all a dream. Now, at least, I was in possession of my 
senses. The paws of some huge and real monster were press¬ 
ing heavily upon my bosom—his hot breath was in my eai — 
and his white and ghastly fangs were gleaming upon me 
through the gloom. 

Had a thousand Jives hung upon the movement of a limb 
or the utterance of a syllable, 1 could have neither stirred nor 
spoken. The beast, whatever it was, retained his position 
without attempting any immediate violence, while I lay in an 
utterly helpless, and, I fancied, a dying condition beneath him. 
I felt that my powers of body and mind were fast leaving me 
—in a word, that I was perishing, and perishing of sheer 
fright. My brain bwam — I giew deadly sick—my vision 
failed—even the glaring eyeballs above me grow dim. Making 
a last strong effort, I at length breathed a faint ejaculation to 
God, and resigned myself to die. The sound of my voire 
seemed to arouse all the latent fury of t^o animal. lie 
precipitated himself at full length upon my body; but what 
^ was my astonishment, when, with a long and low whine, he 
commenced licking my face and hands with the greatest 
eagerness, and with the most extravagant demonstrations of 
affection and joy! I was bewildered, utterly lost in amaze¬ 
ment; but I could not forget the peculiar whine of my 
Newfoundland dog Tiger, and the odd manner of his caresses 
I well knew. It was he. I experienced a sudden rush of 
blood to my temples—a giddy and overpowering sense of 
deliverance and reanimation. 1 rose hurriedly fiom the 
ftattrtjgs upon which I had been lying, and, throwing myself 
.upon the neck of my faithful follower and friend,^relieved 
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tlio long oppression of my fjosom in a flood of the* most 
passionate teni 

As upon a former occasion, my conceptions were in a state 
of the greatest indistinctness and confusion after leaving the 
mattress. For a long time I found it ncaity impossible to 
connect any ideas; hut, by very blow degrees, mjf thinking 
faculties letuined, and I again called to memory tlie several 
lneiduitb of my condition. For the piesenco of Tiger 1 tiied 
in vain to account; and after hushing myself with a thousand 
different conjectures respecting him, was fold'd to content 
myself with rejoicing that ho was with mo to sliaie my dieary 
bohtude, and lender me comfott by liis caiesses. Most people 
love their dogs, but foi Turer 1 had an afhetion far more 
ardent than common; and ne\er, ceitainly, did any creature 
moic truly deserve it. For sewn ycais. ho lud been my 
inseparable companion, and in s multitude of instances had 
given evidence of all the noble qualities toi which wo value 
the animal. 1 had rescued him, when a puppy, from the 
clutches of a malignant little \illain in Nantucket, who was 
loading him, with a rope round hi» neck, to the water; and 
the grown dog repaid the obligation about thiee jears after¬ 
ward by saving mo from the bludgeon of a street robber. 

Getting now bold of the watch, I found upon applyir it to 
my eai that it had agaiu mm down; but at this I w r as not at 
all surprised, being con\inced, from the peculiar state of my 
feelings, that I had slept, as before, for a v< i) long A ^iod of 
time; how long, it was of course impossible to say. I wa 
burning up with fever, and my thirst was almost intolerable. 

I felt about the box for my little remaining supply of water, 
for f*hod no light, tho taper having burnt to the socket of the 
lantern, and tho phosphorus-box not coming leadily to hand. 
Upon finding the jug, however, I discovered it to be empty— 
Tigor, no doubt, having been tempted to drink it, as well as 
to devour the remnant of mutton, the bone of which lay, well 
picked, by the opening of the box. The spoiled meat I could 
well spare, but my heart sank as I thought of the water. I 
was feeble in the extreme, so much so that I shook all over as * 
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with an ague at the slightest movement or exertion. To add 
to my troubles, the brig was pitching and rolling with great 
violence, and the oil-casks which lay upon my box were in 
momentary danger of falling down, so as to block up the only 
way of ingress or egress. 1 felt also terrible sufferings from 
sea sickness. These considerations determined me to make 
my way at all hazards to the trap, and obtain immediate relief 
before I should be incapacitated from doing so altogether. 
Having come to this resolve, 1 again felt about for tlio 
phosphorus box and tapers. The former I found after some 
little trouble, but not discovering the tapers .as soon as 1 had 
w-pected (for 1 remembered very nearly the spot in which I 
had placed them), 1 gave up the search for the present, and, 
bidd : ”g Tiger lie quiet, began at once my journey towards the 
tra^ 

In this attempt my vit feebleness became moro than ever 
apparent. It vas with the utmost difficulty J could crawl along 
at all, and very frequently my limbs sank suddenly from beneath 
me; when falling prostrate on my face, I would remain for some 
minutes in a state bordering on insensibility. Still I snuggled 
forward by slow degrees, dreading every moment that I should 
8woo 1 , amid the narrow and intricate windings of the lumber, 
i* 1 which event I had nothing but death to expect as the result 
At length, upon making a push forward with all the energy I 
could command, I struck my forehead violently against the sharp 
corner of an iron-bound crate. The accident only stunned me 
for a few moments, but I found to my inexpressible grief that 
the quick and violent roll of the vessel had thrown the crate 
entirely across my path, so as effectually to block up the 
passage. With my utmost exertions I could not move it a 
single inch from its position, it being closely wedged in among 
the surrounding boxes and ship fumituro. It became necessary 
therefore, enfeebled as I was, cither to leave the guidance of 
the whipcord and seek out a new passage, or to climb over the 
obstacle and resume the path on the other side. The former 
alternative presented too many difficulties aud dangers to be 
.thought of without a shudder. In my present weak state of 
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both mind and body I sboiijd infallibly lose my way if I 
attempted it, anti polish miserably amid the dismal and dis¬ 
gusting; labyrinths of the hold. 1 proceeded therefore without 
hesitation to summon up alTmy remaining ttrmgbh and forti¬ 
tude, ami endeavour, as 1 host mi"ht, to clamber over the crate. 

Upon standing erect, with this end in view, 1 found the 
undertaking even a more serious task than my fears* had led 
me to imagine. On each side of the narrow passage arose a 
complete v all of various heavy lumber, which the least blunder 
on my part might bo the means of bringing down upon my 
head ; or if this accident did not occur, the path might be 
effectually blocked up against my return by the descending 
mass, as it was in front by the obstacle there. The crate 
itself was a long and unwieldy box, upon which no foothold 
could be obtained. In vain 1 attempted, by every means in 
my power, to reach the top, with the hope of being thus 
enabled to draw myself up. Had I succeeded in reaching it, 
it is certain that my strength would have proved utterly 
inadequate to the taJk of getting over, and it was hotter in 
every respect that 1 failed. At length, in a desperate effort to 
force the crate from its ground, I felt a strong vibration in the 
side next me. I thrust my hand eagerly to the edge of the 
planks and found that a very largo ono was loose. With my 
pocket-knife which, luckily, I had with mo, I succeeded after 
great labour in prying it entirely off; and getting through the 
aperture, discovered to my exceeding joy that there were no 
boards on the opposite side—in other words that the top was 
wanting, it being the bottom through which I had forced my 
way. I now mot with no important difficulty in proceeding 
along-Ah e line until I finally reached the nail. With a heating 
heart I stood erect, and with a gentle touch pressed against 
the cover of the trap. It did not rise as toon as l had expected* 
and I pressed it with somewhat more determination, still 
dreading lest some other person than Augustus might be 
in his state-room. The door, however, to my astonishment 
remained steady, and I became somewhat uneasy, for I ]&neW 
that it had formerly required little or no effort to remove it. 
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I pushed it strongly —it was nevertheless firm; with all my 
strength—it still did not give way; with rage, with fury, with 
despair—it set at defiance my utmost efforts; and it was 
evident, from the unyielding nature of the resistance, that the 
holo had either been di&eovered and dft*etual)y nailed up, or 
’ that some immense weight had been placed upon it, which it 
was useless to think of removiug. 

My sensations were those of extreme horror and dismay* 
In vain 1 attempted to reason on the ptobable cause of ray 
being thus entombed. I could summon up no connexted chain 
of reflection, and, sinking on the floor, gave way unresistingly 
to the mo^t gloomy imaginings, in which the dreadful deaths 
of thirst, famine, suffocation, and premature interment crowded 
upon me as the prominent disasters to be encountered. At 
length there lelurned to mo home portion of presenee of mind. 
I arose, and felt with my fingers for the seams or cracks of tho 
aperture. Having found them, I examined them elosoly to 
asceitain if they emitted any light from the state-ioom ; hut 
noue was visible. 1 then forced the pen-blade of my knife 
through them, until 1 met with some hard obstado. Scraping 
agam&t it, I discovered it to bo a solid mass of iron, which, 
fiom its peculiar wavy feel as I passed the hlade along it, I 
concluded to be a chain-table. The only course now left mo 
was to retiaco my way to the box, and there either yield to 
ray sad fate, or try so to tranquillize my mind as to admit of 
my arranging some plan of escape. I immediately set about 
’tlio attempt, and succeeded, after innumerable difficulties, in 
f getting back. As I sank utterly exhausted upon the raatfress, 
Tiger threw himself at lull length by my side, and seemed as 
if desirous, by his caresses, of consoling mo in my troubles, 
aud urging me to bear them with fortitude. 

The singularity of bis behaviour at length fm cibly arrested 
my attention. After licking my face and hands for some 
minutes, bo would suddenly cease doing so, and utter a low 
whine. Upon reaching out my hand towards him, I then 
invariably found him lying on his back, with his paws uplifted. 
Thiefconduct, so frequently repeated, appeared strange, and I 
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could in no manner account for it. As the dog seemed dis¬ 
tressed, I concluded that lie had received some injury; and 
taking his paws in my hands, I examined them one by one, 
but found no sign of any hurt. I then supposed him hungry, 
and gave him a large piece of ham, which he devoured with 
avidity — afterward, however, resuming his extraordinary 
manoeuvres. 1 now imagined that he was suffering, like 
myself, the torments of thirst, and was about adopting this 
conclusion as the true one, when the idea occurred to me that 
I had as yet only examined his paws, and that there might 
possibly be a wound upon some portion of his body or head. 
The latter I felt carefully over, but found nothing. On passing 
my band, however, along his hack, T perceived a slight erection 
of the hair extending completely across it. Probing this with 
my finger, T discovered a string, and tracing it up, found that 
it encircled the whole body. Upon a closer scrutiny, T came 
across a small slip of what had tho feeling of letter-paper, 
through which the string had been fastened in such a manner 
as to bring it immediately beneath the left shoulder of tho 
animal. 


CHAPTER III. 

■ The thought instantly occurred to me that the paper was a 
.‘$oto from Augustus, and that some unaccountable accident 
r .laving happened to prevent his relieving mo from my dungeon, 
he had devised this method of acquainting me with the true 
State of affairs. Trembling with eagerness, I now commenced 
another search for my phosphoms matches and tapers. I had 
a confused recollection of having put them carefully away just 
before falliug asleep; and, indeed, previously to my last 
journey to the trap, I had been able to remember the exact 
spot where I had deposited them. But now I endeavoured in 
vain to caU it to mind, and busied myself for a full how in a 
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fruitless and vexatious search for the missing articles; never, 
turely, was thore a more tantalizing state of anxiety and 
suspense. At length, while groping about, with my head close 
to the ballast, near the opening of the box, and outside of it, 

I perceived a faint glimmering of light in the direction of the 
steerage. Greatly surprised, 1 endeavoured to make my way 
towards itj, as it appeared to be but a few feet from my position. 
Scarcely had I moved with this intention when I lost sight of 
the glimmer entirely, and, before 1 could bring it into view 
again, was obliged to feel along by the box until I had exactly 
resumed my original situation. Now, moving my head with* 
caution to and fro, I found that by proceeding slowly, with 
great care, in an opposite direction to that in which I had at 
first started, 1 was enabled to draw near the light, still keeping 
it in view. Presently I came directly upon it (having squeezed 
my way through innumerable narrow windings), and found 
that it proceeded from some fragments of my matches lying in 
an empty barrel turned upon its side. I was wondering how 
they came in such a place, when my hand fell upon two or 
three pieces of taper-wax, which had been evidently mumbled 
by the dog. I concluded at once that he had devoured the 
whole of my supply of candles, and I felt hopeless of being “ 
ever able to read the note of Augustus. The small remnants 
of the wax were so mashed up among other rubbish in the 
barrel, that I despaired of deriving any service from them, and 
left them as they were. The phosphorus, of.which there was 
only a speck or two, I gathered up as well as I could, and 
returned with it after much difficulty i< my box, where Tiger 
had all the while remained. 

What to do next I could not tell. The hold was so intensely 
dark that I could not see my hand, however close 1 would 
hold it to my face. The white slip of paper couhl barely bo 
discerned, and not even that when I looked at it directly; by 
turning the exterior portions of the retina towards it, that is to 
say, by surveying it slightly askance, I found that it became 
in some measure perceptible. Thus the gloom of my prison 
may-Hbe imagined, and the note of my friend, if indued it were 
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a note from him, seemed onl^ likely to throw me into further 
trouble, by disquieting to no purpose my already enfeebled and' 
agitated mind. In vain I revolved in my brain a multitude 
of absurd expedients for procuring light — such expedients 
precisely as a man in the perturbed sleep occasioned by opium* 
would be apt to fall upon for a similar purpose—each and all 
of which appear by turns to the dreamer the most reasonable 
and the most preposterous of conceptions, just as the reasoning 
or imaginative faculties dicker alternately one above the other. 
At last an idea occurred to me which seemed rational, and 

* which gave me cause to wonder, very justly, that I had not 
entertained it before. I placed the slip of paper on the back 
of a book, and collecting the fragments of the phosphorus 
matches which I had brought from the barrel, laid them to¬ 
gether upon the paper. I then, with tho palm of my band, 
rubbed the whole over quickly, yet steadily. A clear light 
diffused itself immediately throughout tlio whole surface ; and 
had there been any writing upon it, I should not have Expert* 
(»nced tho least difficulty, I am sure, in reading it. Not a 
syllable was there, however — nothing but a dreary and 
unsatisfactory blank; the illumination died away in a fevP 

* seconds, and my heart died away within me as it went., 

I have before stated more than once tlint my intellect, for 
some period prior to this, had been in a condition pearly 
bordering on idiocy. There were, to be sure, momentary, 
intervals of perfect sanity, and now and then even of energy, 
but these were few. It must be remembered that I hadtbeen* 
for many days certainly, inhaling the almost pestilential atmo¬ 
sphere of a close hole in a whaling vessel, and a long portion 
of that time but scantily supplied with water. For this last 
fourteen or fifteen hours I had none—nor had I slept djuring 
that time. Salt provisions of tho most exciting kind had been 
my chief, and indeed, since the loss of the mutton, my only 
supply of food, with the exception of the sea-biscuit, and these 
latter were utterly useless to me, as they were too dry Sjg| 
hard to bo swallowed in the swollen and parched condi<£^£§|| 
my throat? I was now in a high state of fever, and in 
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reaped exceedingly ill. This w^H account for the fact that 
npmy miserable hours of dospondeney elapsed after my last 
adventure with the phosphorus before the thought suggested 
itself tliat I had examined only one side of the paper. X shall 
not attempt to describe my feelings of rage (for I believe I was 
more angry than anything else) when the egregious oversight 
I had committed flashed buddenly upon my perception. The 
blunder itself would havo been unimportant had not my own 
folly ant} impetuosity rendered it otherwise—in my disappoint¬ 
ment at not finding some words upon the slip, 1 had childishly 
tom it in pieces and thrown it away, it was impossible to say 
where. 

From the worst part of this dilemma 1 was relieved by the 
sagacity of Tiger. Having got, aftei a long soaieh, a small 
piece of tho note, I put it to the dog's nose, and ondeavoured 
to make him understand that he must bring mo the rest of it. 
To my astonishment (for I had taught him none of the usual 
tricks for which his breed are famous), lie seemed to enter at 
once into my meaning, and, rummaging about for a few 
moments, soon found another considerable portion. Fringing 
me this, he paused a while, and, rubbing his nose against my 
hand, appeared to ho waiting for my approval of what he had 
done. I patted him on the head, when he immediately made 
off again. It was now some minutes before he came back— 
but when he did conn*, he brought with him a Jargo slip, which 
proved to bo all the paper missing—it having been torn, it 
«eemr, only into three pieces. Luckily, I had no trouble iu 
finding what few fragments of the phosphorus were left—being 
guided by the indistinct glow one or two of the particles still 
emitted. My difficulties had taught me the necessity of caution, 
and I now took time to reflect upon what I was about to do. 
It was very probable, I considered, that some words were written 
Upon that side of the paper which had not been examined—hut 
which side was that? Fitting the pieces together gave mo no 
due in this respect, although it assured me that the words (if 
there were any) would be found all on one side, and connected 
in a proper manner, as written. There was the grcaier necessity 
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of ascertaining the point in question beyond a doubt, as the 
phosphorus remaining would be altogether insufficient for-a 
third attempt should I fail in the one I was now about to make. 
I placed the paper on a book as before, and sat for some minutes, 
thoughtfully revolving the matter over in my mind. At last I 
thought it barely possible that the written side might have some 
unevenness on its surface, which a delicate sense* of feeling 
might enable me to detect. 1 determined to make the experi¬ 
ment, and passed my finger very carefully over the side which 
first presented itself—nothing, however, was perceptible, “and 
I turned the paper, adjusting it on the hook. I now again 
carried my forefinger cautiously along, when I was aware of ah 
exceedingly slight, but still discernible glow, which followed as 
it proceeded, This, I knew, must arise from some very minute 
remaining particles of the phosphorus with which I had covered 
the paper in my previous attempt. The other, or under side, 
then, was that on which lay tho writing, if writing there should 
finally prove to be. Again I turned the note, and went to work 
as 1 had previously done. Having rubbed in the phosphorus, 
a brilliancy ensued as before—but this time several lines of 
MS. in a large hand, and apparently in rod ink, became dis¬ 
tinctly visible. The glimmer, although sufficiently bright, was 
but momentary. Still, had I not been too greatly excited, 
there would have boon ample time enough for me to peruse 
tho whole three sentences before me—for I saw there were, 
three. In my anxiety, however, to read all at once, I succeeded 
only in reading tlio seven concluding words, which thus appeared 
—** blood—your life depends upon lying close ” 

Had 1 been able to ascertain the entire contents of the note 
—-tl?e full meaning of the admonition which my friend had thus 
attempted to convey, that admonition, even although it should 
have revealed a story of disaster the most unspeakable* could 
not* I am firmly convinced, have imbued my mind with one 
tithe of tho harrowing and yet indefinable horror with which I 
was inspired by the fragmentary warning thus received. And 
“ blood”. too, that word of all words—so rife at all tildes with* 
mystery, and suffering, and terror—how trebly full of import 
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did it now appear—how chillily find heavily (disjointed, as it 
thus was, from any foregoing words to qualify or render it 
distinct) did its vague syllables fall, amid the deep gloom of 
my prison, into the innermost recesses of my soul! * 

Augustus had, undoubtedly, good reasons for wishing me to 
remain concealed, and I formed a thousand surmises as to what 
they could be—but I could think of nothing affording a satis¬ 
factory solution of the mystery. Just after returning from my 
last journey to the trap, ami before my attention had been 
otherwise directed by the singular conduct of Tiger, 1 had 
come to the resolution of making mvself heard at all events 
by those on board, or, if I could not succeed in this directly, 
of trying to cut my way through tho orlop deck. The half 
, certainty which 1 felt of being able to accomplish one of those 
two purposes in the last emergency had given me courage 
(which I should not otherwise have had) to endure the evils of 
my situation. The few words 1 had been able to read, how¬ 
ever, had cut me off from these final resources, and J now, for 
tho first time, felt all the misery of my fate. In a paroxysm of 
despair I threw myself again upon the mattress, where, for about 
the period of a day and night, 1 lay in a kind of stupor, relieved 
only by momentary intervals of reason and recollection. 

At length I once more arose, and busied myself in reflection 
upon the horrors which encompassed me. For another twenty- 
four hours it was barely possible that I might? exist without 
water—for a longer time I could not do so. During the first 
portion of my imprisonment I had made free use of the cordials 
with which Augustus had supplied me, but they only served to 
excite fever, without in the least degree assuaging my thirst. 
I had now only about a gill left, and this was of a species of 
strong peach liqueur at which my stomach revolted. The 
* sausages were entirely consumed; of the ham nothing remained 
but a small piece of the skin ; and all the biscuit, except a few 
fragments of one, had been eaten by Tiger. To add to my 
troubles, I found that my headache was increasing momentarily, 
and with it the species of delirium which had distressed mo 
more or less since my first falling asleep. For some hour! 
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past it bad been with the protest difficulty I could breathe at 
at), and now each alt'mpt at so doing wn-* attended with the 
most distressing spasmodic action of the «hot. But there was 
still another and \ciy dillerent source of disquietude, and one, 
indeed, whose harassing tenors had hem the ihief moans of 
mousing mo to exertion from my stupor on the mattress. 1$ 
arose from the demeanour of the dog. I 

i first observed art alteration in his conduct while rubbing 
in the phosphorus on the paper in my last attempt. As I 
rubbed, ho run his nose against my h md with a sbght snarl, 
but l was too greatly excited at the lorn* topay mmh attention 
to the circumstance. Soon afteiwanU, it will be remembered, 

I threw myself on the mattress, and fell into a hjueios of 
lethal gy. Presently l ber.uue aware of a singular hissing 
sound <1<> e at my ears, ami discovered it to proceed from * 
Tiger, who was panting and wheezing in a state of the 
greatest apparent cxcitcimnt, his eyeballs Hashing fiercely 
thiough the gloom. 1 spoke to him, wliur he leplicd with a 
low growl, and then remained quiet. Presmtly I relapsed 
into my stupor, from which I was again awakened in a similar 
manner. This was lepcatcd three or four times, until finally 
lus behaviour inspired me with so gnat a dcgier of fear that 
1 became fully aroused. He was now lying close by the door 
of the box, snarling fearfully, although in a kind of undertone 
ami grinding his teeth as if strongly cunuikiJ, I had no 
doubt whatever that the want of water or the confined atmo¬ 
sphere of the hold had driven him mad and 1 was at a loss 
what course to pm sue. I, could not omlure the thought of 
killing him, yet it seemed absolutely necessary for my own 
safety. I could distinctly perceive his eyes fastened upon me 
with an expression of the most deadly animosity, and I expected 
every instant that he would attack me. At last 1 could endure 
my terrible situation no longer, and determined to make my 
way from tho box at all hazards, and despatch him, if Ids 
opposition should render it neressaiy for me to do so. To get 
out, I hod to pass directly over his body, and he already seemed 
to anticipate my design —raising himself upon his fore-legs (at 
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I perceived by the altered position of his eyes), and displayed 
the wholo of his white fangs, which were easily discernible. . I 
took the remains of the ham-bkin, and the bottle containing 
the liqueur, atid secured them about my person, together with 
a large carving knife \\ hieh Augustus had loft me—then, folding 
my cloak as closely around me as possible, I made a movement 
towards tit* mouth of the box. No sooner did X do this, than 
the dog sprang with a loud growl towards my throat. The 
whole weight of his body struck mo on the right shoulder, and 
I fell violently to the left, while the enraged animal passed 
entirely over me. I had fallen upon my kucos, with my head 
buried among the blankets, and these protected me from a 
second furious assault, during which 1 felt the sharp teeth 
pressing vigorously upon the woollen which enveloped my 
ueek—yet, luckily, without being able to penetrate all tho 
folds. I was now beneath the dog, and a few moments would 
place me completely in his power. Despair gave nn* strength, 
and I rose boldly up, shaking him from me by main force, and 
dragging with mo tho blankets fiom the maltress. These I 
now threw over him, and before lie could extricate himself I 
had got through the door and clo.-ed it effectually against bis 
pursuit. In this struggle, however, i had been forced to drop 
the morsel of ham-skin, and I now found my Mholc stock of 
provisions reduced to a single gill of liqueur. As this reflection 
crossed my mind, I felt my&clf actuated by o rut of those fits of 
perverseness which might be supposed to influence a spoiled 
child in similar circumstances, and, raiding tho bottle to my 
HpS, I drained it to the last drop, and dashed it furiou-Iy upon 
the floor. 

* Scarcely had the echo of the crash died away, when I heard 
my name pronounced in an eagor but subdued voice, issuing 
'Atom the direction of the steerage. So unexpected was any¬ 
thing of the kind, and so intense was the emotion excited 
within me by tho sound, that I endeavoured in vain to reply. 
My powers of speech totally failed, and, in an agony of terror 
le^t m# friend should conclude mo dead, and return*without 
attempting to reach me, I stood up between the crates near 
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the door of the box trembly)# convulsively, and gasping and 
struggling for utterance. Had a thousand worlds depended 
upon a hjliable, 1 could not have spoken it. Tlicre was a slight 
movement now audible among tlic lumber somewhere forward 
of my station. The sound pre-cntly grew less distinct, then 
again less so, and still le-s. Shall I ever forget my feelings at 
this moment ? I le was going—my friend, my cumpinion, from 
whom I had a right to expect so much—In* was going—lm 
would abandon me—he was gone! lie Mould leave mo to 
perish miserably, to expire in the most horrible and loathsome 
of dungeons—and one, word, one little syllable, would save me, 
yet that single syllable I could not utter* 1 felt, I am sure, 
more than ton thousand times the agonies of death it-elf. My 
brain levied, and 1 fell deadly sick against the end of the box. 

As 1 fell, the carving knife was shaken out from the waist¬ 
band of my pantaloon-, and dropped with a tattling sound to 
the floor. Never did any -train of the richest melody conm so 
sweetly to my ears! With the, inlenscst anxiety 1 listened to 
ascertain the effect of the noi-e upon Augustus, for 1 knew 
that the person who called my name could be no one but 
himself. All was fcilent for some moments. At length I agait. 
bean 1 the word hthur ! repeated in a low tone, and one full 
of hesitation. Reviving hope loosened at once my powers of 
speet h, and 1 now screamed at the top of my voice, ** Augustus I 
0 * lugurfu* / " “ Hush! for Hod's sake he silent 1 ” he replied, 
in a voice trembling with agitation , U I will he with you im- 
mediately, as soon ns T can make my wav through five hold." 
For a long tune 1 heard him moving among the lumber, and 
every moment seemed to me an age. At length I felt his 
hand upon my shoulder, and ho placed, at the same moment, 
a bottle of water to my lips. Those only who have been 
fuddonly redeemed from the jaws of the tomb, or who have 
known the insiilFerablo torments of thirst under circumstances 
as aggravated as those which encompassed me in my dreary 
prison, can form any idea of the unutterable transports which 
that onq long draught of the richest of all physical luxuries 
afforded. 
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* When I had in some degree satisfied my thirst, Augustus 
produced from his pocket three or four cold boiled potatoes, 
which 1 devoured with the greatest avidity. He had brought 
with him alight in a dark lantern, and tin* grateful rays afforded 
me scarcely less comfort than the food and drink. Hut 1 was 
impatient to learn the cause of his protracted absence, ami he 
proceeded to recount what had happened on board during my 
incarceration. 


(41 AFTER IV. 

The brig put to sea, as I had supposed, in about an hour after 
ho had left the watch. This was on tho twentieth of June. 
It will be remembered that 1 had then been in the hold for 
three days, and during this period there was so constant a 
bustle on board, and fo much running fo and fro, especially 
in the cabin and riate rooms that ho had had no chance, of 
visiting me without the risk of having tho secret of tin* trap 
discovered. When at length he did come, 1 had assured him 
that I was doing as well as possible, and therefore for the two 
next days he felt but little uneasiness on my aeeount - still, 
however, watching an opportunity of going down. It was 
not until the fourth day that he found one. Several times 
during this interval he had made up hB mind to let his father 
koow of tho adventure, and have me 4 come up at once, but wo 
were still within reaching distance of Nantucket, and it was 
doubtful, from sonic expressions which had escaped Captain 
Barnard, whether he would not immediately put back if lie 
discovered me to be on board. Besides, upon thinking the 
matter over, Augustus, so he told me, could not imagine that 
I was in immediate want, or that I would hesitate in such case, 
to make myself heard at the trap. When, therefore, he coiw 
«idere$ everything, lie concluded to let me stay nntij lie could 
meet with an opportunity of visiting me unobserved. This, 
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as I said before, (lid not occur until the fourth day after hfe * 
bringing me the watch, and the seventh since I had first 
entered the hold. lie then went down without taking with • 
him any water or provisions, intending in tho first place 
merely to call my attention, and get me to come from the box 
to the 1 rap, w hen he would go up to the state-room and thence 
hand me down a supply. When he descended fon- this pur¬ 
pose he found that 1 was asleep, for it seems that I was snoring 
\eiy loudly. From all the calculations I can mako on the 
subject, this must have been the slumber into which I fell just 
after my return from the trap with tho watch, and which, 
conseqw ntly, must have lasted for more than three entire days 
and unfits at the very least. Latterly I have had reason, both 
from my own experience and the assurance of others, to be 
acquainted with tho strong soporific effects of the stench arising 
from old fish-oil when closely confined; and when I think of 
tho condition of the hold in which I was imprisoned, and tho 
long period during which the brig had been used as a whaling 
vessel, I am more inclined to wonder that 1 awoke at all after 
once falling asleep, than that 1 should have slept uninterrupt¬ 
edly for the period specified above. 

Augustus called to me at first in a low voice and without* 
closing the trap—but I made him no reply. He then shut the 
trap, and spoke to me in a louder, and finally in a very loud 
tone—still I continued to snore. He was now at a loss what to 
do. It would take him some timo to make his way through 
tho lumber to my box, and in the meanwhile his absence would 
be noticed by Captain Barnard, who had occasion for his 
service* every minute in arranging and copying papers con- 
nert&l with the business of the voyage. He determined 
therefore upon rejection to ascend, and await another oppor¬ 
tunity of \isiting mo. He was the more easily induced to this 
resolve, as my slumber appeared to be of the most tranquil - 
nature, and he could not suppose that I had undergone any 
inconvenience from my incarceration. He had just made up 
his mind,on those points, when his attention was arrested by 
an unusual bustle, the sound of which proceeded apparently . * 
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from the cabin. He sprang through the trap ns quickly as 
possible, closed it, and throve open the door of liis state-room. 
No sooner had ho put his foot over the threshold than a pistol 
flashed in his face, and he was knocked down at tlio same 
moment by a blow from a hands]: tike. 

A strong hand held him on the cabin-floor, with ft tight 
grasp upon his throat; still he was able to seo what was going 
on around him. His father was tiod hand and foot, and 
lying along the steps of tlio companion-way, with his head 
down, and a deep wound in the forehead, from which the blood 
was flowing in a continued stream. lie spoke not a word, and 
was apparently dying. Over him stood tlio first mate, eyeing 
him with an expression of fiendish derision, and deliberately 
searching his pockets, from which he presently drew forth a 
large wallet and a chronometer. Seven of tin* crow (among 
whom was the cook, a negro) were imnmnging the state-rooms 
on the larboard for arms, where tln*y soon equipped themselves 
with muskets and ammunition. Besides Augustus and Captain 
Barnard, the re were nine men altogether in the cabin, and 
these among the most rufliauly of the brig's company. The 
villains now went upon deck, taking my friend with them, after 
having secured his aims behind hi-» hack. They proceeded 
straight to the forecastle, which was fastened down - two of 
the mutineers standing by it with axes— two al*o at the main 
'hatch. The mate called out in a loud voic*j—“Do you hear 
{here below? tumble up with you, one by one— now, mark that 
-—and no grumblingl’ 1 It was some minuter before any one 
appeared;—at last an Englishman, who had shipped os a raw 
hand, came up, weeping piteously, and < ntmating the mat**, in 
the most humble manner, to spaie his life. The only reply 
was a blow on the forehead from an axe. The poor fellow fell 
to the deck without a groan, and the black cook lifted him up 
xu his arms as he would a child, and tossed him deliberately 
.into the sea. Hearing the blow and the plunge of the body, 
the men below could now he induced to venture on deck 
neither by threats nor promises, until a proposition was made 
to SJOoke them out. A general rush then ensued, and for a 
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moment it seemed possible that the brig might be retaken. 
The mutineers, however, succeeded at last in closing the fore¬ 
castle effectually before more than six of their opponents could 
get up. These six, finding themselves so greatly outnumbered 
and without, arms, submitted after a brief struggle. The mate 
gave them fair words—no doubt with a view of inducing those 
below to yield, for they had no difficulty in hearing all that 
was said on deck. The result proved lus sagacity, no less than 
his diabolical villainy. All in the forecastle presently signified 
their intention of submitting, and, ascending one by one, were 
pinioned and thrown on their backs, together with the first six 
-—there being, in all of the crew who were not concerned in 
the mutiuy, twenty-seven. 

A scene of the most horrible butchery ensued. The bound 
seamen were dragged to the gangway. Here the cook stood 
with an axe, striking each victim on the head as he was forced 
over the side of the vessel bv the of her mutineers. In this 
manner twenty-two perished, and Augustus had given himself 
up for lost, expecting every moment Ins own turn to come next. 
But it seomed that the villains were now either weary, or in 
somo measure disgusted with their bloody labour, for the four 
remaining prisoners, together with my friend, who had been 
thrown on the deck with the rest, were respited while the mate 
sent below for rum, and the whole murderous party held a 
drunken carouse., which lasted until sunset. They now fell to 
disputing in regard to the fate of the survivors, who lay not 
more than four paces off, and could distinguish every word said. 
Upon some of the mutineers the liquor appeared to have a 
softening effect, for several voices were heard in favour of 
releasing the captives altogether on condition of joining tlio 
mutiny and sharing the profits. The black cook, however (who 
in all respects was a perfect demon, and who seemed to exert 
as much influence, if not more, than the mate himself), would 
listen to no proposition of the kind, and rose repeatedly for the 
purpose of resuming his work at the gangway. Fortunately, 
he was so far overcome by intoxication as to be easily restrained 
by the less bloodthirsty of the party, among whom was a lino-- 
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manager, who went by the 'name of Dirk Peters. This man 
was the son of an Indian woman of the tribe of Upsarokas, who 
live among the fastnesses of the Black Hills, near the source 
of the Missouri. His father was a fur-trader, I believe, or at 
least connected in some manner with the Indian trading-posts 
on Lewis river. Peters himself was one of tho most ferocious- 
looking njen I ever beheld. Ho was short in stature, not more 
than four feet eight inches high, but his limbs were of Her¬ 
culean mould. Ilis hands, especially, were so enormously thick 
and broad as hardly to retain a human shape. Ilia arms, as 
well as legs, were hoiwf in the most singular manner, and 
appeared to possess no ilexibility whatever. His head was 
equally deformed, being of immense size, with an indentation 
on the crown (like that on the head of most negroes), and 
entirely bald. To conceal this latter deficiency, which did not 
proceed from old age, he. usually wore a wig formed of any hair- 
like material which presented itself—occasionally tho skin of 
a Spanish dog or American grizzly hear. At tlw time spoken 
of he had on a portion of one of these bear skins, and it added 
no little to th<‘ natural ferocity of his countenance, which betook 
of the Upsaroka character. The mouth extended nearly from 
ear to ear; the lips were thin, and seemed, like some other 
portions of his frame, to be devoid of natural pliancy, so that 
the ruling expression never varied under the influence of any 
emotion whatever. This ruling expression yiay be conceived 
when it is considered that the teeth were exceedingly long and 
protruding, and never even partially covered in any instance 
by the lips. To pass this man with a casual glance one might 
imagine him to be convulsed with laughter, but a second look 
would Induce a shuddering acknowledgment that if such an 
expression were indicative of merriment, the merriment must 
be that of a demon. Of this singular being many anecdotes 
were prevalent among the seafaring men of Nantucket. 
These anecdotes went to prove his prodigious strength when 
Under excitement, and some of them had given rise to a doubt 
of his # sanity. But on board the Grampus it scenes bo was 
regarded at the time of the mutiny with feelings more of 
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derision than of anything elan. 1 have been thus particular 
in speaking of Dirk 'Peters, because, ferocious as he appeared} 
he proved the main instrument in preserving the life of 
Augustus, and because I shall have frequent occasion to 
mention him hereafter in the course of my narrative — a, 
initiative, let mo here say, which, in its latter portions, will 
be found to include incidents of a nature so entirely out of 
the range of human experience, and for this reason so far 
beyond tho limits of human credulity, that I proceed in utter 
hopelessness of obtaining credence for all that I shall tell, yet 
confidently trusting in time and progressing science to verify 
some of tho most important and most improbable of my 
statements. 

After much indecision and two or three violent quarrels, it 
was determined at last that all the prisoners (with the 
exception of Augustus, whom Peters insisted in a jocular 
manner upon keeping as his clerk) should be set adrift in pne 
of the smallest whale-boats. The mate went down into the 
cabin to see if Captain Barnard was still living—for, it will be 
remembered, ho was left below when the mutineers came up. 
Presently the two mado their ap|>earancc, the captain pale as 
death, but some what recovered from the effects of his wound. 
He spoke to the men in a voice hardly articulate, entreated 
them not to set him adrift, but to return to their duty, and 
promising to land them wherever they chose, and to take no 
steps for bringing them to justice. He might as well have 
spoken to tho winds. Two of the ruffians seized him by the 
arms and hurled him over the brig’s side into the boat, which 
had been lowered while the mate went below. The four men 
who*were lying on the deck were then untied and ordered to, 
follow, which they did without attempting any resistance*—: 
Augustus being still left in his painful position, although he 
struggled aud prayed only for the poor satisfaction of beluga 
permitted to bid his father farewell. A handful of sea-biscuit 
and a jug of water were now banded down, but neither toast* 
sail, oar, % nor compass. The boat was towed astern for a few ? 
minutes, during which the mutineers held another consultaries ? 
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-it was then finally cut adrift % By this time night had come 
on—there were neither moon nor stars visible, and a short and 
ngly sea was running, although there was no groat deal of wind. 
The boat was instantly out of sight, and little hope could be 
entertained for the unfortunate sufferers who were in it. This 
event happened, however, in lntitudo 35° 30' north, longitude 
61° 20' w^st, and consequently at no very great distance from 
the Bermuda Islands. Augustus therefore endeavoured to con¬ 
sole himself with the idea that the lioat might cither succeed 
in reaching the land, or come sufficiently near to be fallen in 
with by vessels off the coast. 

AH sail was now put upon tho brig, and she continued her 
original course to the south-west—the mutineers being bent 
upon some piratical expedition, in which, from all that could 
be understood, a ship was to be intercepted on her way from 
til© Capo Yerd Islands to Porto Itico. No attention was paid 
to Augustus, who was untied and suffered to go about any¬ 
where forward of the cabin companion way. Dirk Peters 
treated him with some degree of kindness, and on one occasion 
saved him from the brutality of the cook, llis situation was 
still one of the most precarious, as the men were continually 
intoxicated, and there was no relying m>on their continued 
good-humour or carelessness in regard to himself. ILis anxiety 
on my account he represented, however, as tho most distressing 
result of his condition; and indeed I had never reason to 
doubt the sincerity of his friendship. Moro than once he had 
resolved to acquaint the mutineers with the secret of my being 
on board, but was restrained from so doing, partly through 
recollection of the atrocities he had already beheld, and partly 
^ through a hope of being able soon to bring me relief. For the y 
hitter purpose lie was constantly on the watch, but, in spite of 
■ the most constant vigilance, throe clays elapsed after the boat 
was cut adrift before any chance occurred. At length, on the 
night of the third day, there came on a heavy blow from the 
eastward, and all hands were called up to take in sail. During 
the cqpfus ion which ensued, he made his way below unobserved, 

’ - jand into the state-room. What was his grief and' horror in 
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discovering that the latter had* been rendered a place of deposit 
for a variety of sea-stores and ship furniture, and that several 
fathoms of old chain-cable, which had been stowed away 
.beneath the companion-ladder, had been dragged thence to 
make room for u chest, and were now lying immediately upon 
the trap! To remove it without discovery was impossible, and 
ho returned on deck as quickly as he could. -xVs h% came up 
the mate seized him by the throat, and demanding what he 
had been doing in the cabin, was about flinging him over the 
larboard bulwark, when liis life was again preserved through 
the interference of Dirk Peters. Augustus was now put in 
handcuffs (of which there were several pairs on board), and 
his feet lashod tightly together, lie was then taken into the 
steerage, and thrown into a lower berth next to the forecastle 
bulkheads, with the assurance that he should never put his 
foot on dock again “until the brig was no longer a brig.” 
This was tho expression of the cook, who threw him into the 
berth ; it is hardly possible to say what precise meaning was 
intended by the phrase. The win do affair, however, proved 
the ultimate moans of my relief, as will presently appear. 


CHAPTER V. 

j 

Foil some minutes after tho cook had left tho forecastle, 
Augustus abandoned himself to despair, never hoping to leave 
‘ the berth alive. He now came to tho resolution of acquainting 
tho first of the men who should come down with my situation, 
thinking it better to let me take my chance with the mutineers 
than perish of thirst in the hold—for it had been ten days 
since I was first imprisoned, and my jug of water was not a 
plentiful supply even for four. As he was thinking on this 
subject, tli£ idea came all at once into his head that it might 
be possible to communicate with me by the way of the main 7 
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bold. In any other circumstances, the difficulty and hazard 
of the undertaking would have prevented him from attempting 
it; but now he had, at all events, little prospect of lifo, and 
consequently little to lose—he bent his whole mind therefore 
upon the task. 

His handcuffs were the first consideration. At first he saw 
no method of removing them, and feared that he should thus 
be baffled in the very outset; but upon a closer scrutiny, he 
discovered that the irons could ho slipped oft’ and on at 
pleasure wilh very little effort or inconvenience, merely by 
squeezing his hands through them—this species of manacle 
being altogether ineffectual iri confiniug young persons, in 
whom the smaller bones readily yield to pressure. He now 
untied his feet, and leaving the cord in such a manner that it 
could easily bo readjusted in the event of any person's coming 
down, proceeded to examine the bulkhead where it joined the 
borth. The partition here was of soft pine board, an inch 
thick, and ho saw that he should have little troublo in cutting 
his way through. A voice was now' heard at tho forecastle 
companion-way, and he had just time to put his right hand 
into its handcuff (tho left had not been removed), and to draw 
the rope in a slip-knot around his ankle, when Dirk Peters 
came below’, followed by Tiger, who immediately leaped into 
the berth, and lay down. The dog had been brought on board 
by Augustus, who knew my attachment to t tho animal, and 
thought it would give me pleasure to have him with me during 
the voyage. lie went up to our heu-e for him immediately 
after first taking me into the hold, but did not think of men¬ 
tioning the circumstance upon his bringing the watch. Since 
the mutiny, Augustus had not seen him before his appearance 
with Dirk Peters, and had given him up for lost, supposing 
him to have been thrown overboard by some of tho malignant 
vfflains belonging to the mate's gang. It appeared afterwards 
that he had crawled into a hole beneath a whale-boat, from 
which, not having room to turn round, he could not extricate 
himsqjf. Peters at last let him out, and with a species of good 
feeling which my frieud knew well how to appreciate, hod now 
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brought him to him in tlm forecastle as a companion, leaving 
at the same time some suit junk and potatoes, with a can of 
water: he then wont on deck, promising to come down with 
something more to eat on the next day. 

When he had gone, Augustus freed both hand's from the 
mnnarh'S and unfastened his feet. He then tinned down the 
head of the mattress on which he had been lying, and with his 
jenknife (for the ruffians had not thought it worth* while to 
search him) commenced cutting \ igoroudy across one of the 
partition plunks, as closely as possible to the floor of the berth, 
lie chose to cut hero hecau.se, if suddenly interrupted, he would 
bo able to conceal what had been done by letting the head of 
the matings fall into its proper position. For the remainder 
of the day, however, no disturbance occurred, and by night he 
had completely divided the plank, it should here be observed 
that none of the crew occupied the foiecastle as a sleeping- 
place, living altogether in the cabin since the mutiny, drinking 
the Mines, and feasting on the sea stores of Captain .Barnard, 
ami giving no more heed than was absolutely necessary to the 
navigation of tho brig. These circumstances proved fortunate 
both for myself and Augustus; for, had matters been otherwise, 
ho would have found it impossible to reach me. A" it was, ho 
proceeded with confidence in his design. It was near day¬ 
break, however, before he completed the second division of the 
board (which was about a foot above the first cut), thus making 
an aperture quite larg^ enough to admit his passage through 
with facility to the main orlop deck. Having got hero, he 
made his way with but little trouble to the lower main hatch, 
although iu so doing ho had to scramble over tiers of oil-casks 
piled yearly as high as the upper deck, there bring barely 
room enough left for his body. Upon reaching the hatch, ho 
found that Tiger had followed him below, squeezing between 
two rows of the casks. It was now too late, however, to 
attempt getting to me before daw*n, as the chief difficulty lay 
in passing through the close stowage iu the lower hold. He 
therefore resolved to return, and wait till the next night. 
With this design, he proceeded to loosen the hatch, so that he 
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might have as little-dotention as possible when ho should como 
again. No sooner had he loosened it than Tiger sprang eagerly 
to the small opening produced, snuffed for a moment, and then 
uttered a long whine, smutching at the same time, as if anxious 
to remove the covering with his paws. There could he no 
doubt from lus behaviour that In* was aware of my being in tlio 
hold, and Augustus thought it possible that ho would ho able 
to get to mo if lie put Jam down, lie now hit upon the ex¬ 
pedient of sending the note, ns it was especially desirable that 
1 should make no attempt at forcing my way out, at least 
under existing circumstances, and there could he no certainty 
of his getting to me him.selt on the morrow, as ho intended. 
After events proved how fortunate it was that the idea 
occurred to him as it dul; for, had it not been for the receipt 
of the note, 1 should undoubtedly have fallen upon pome plan, 
however desperate, of alarming tin* crew, and both our lives 
would most probably have been sacrificed in consequence. 

Having concluded to write, the difficulty was now to procure 
the materials for so doing. An old toothpick was soon made 
into a pen; and this by means of feeling altogether, for the 
be tween-decks vcio as dark as pitch. Paper enough was 
obtained from the hack of a letter—a duplicate of tl«o foiged 
letter from Mr. lloss. This had been the oiiginal draft, 
but the handwriting not being sufficiently well imitated, 
Augustus had written another, thrusting the first, l>y good for¬ 
tune, into his coal pocket, where it was now most op|K»rtunely 
discovered. Ink alone was thus wanting, anrl a substitute was 
immediately found for this by means of a slight incision with 
tho penknife on the hack of a finger just abo\o tho nail—a 
copious flow of blood ensuing, as usual, from wounds in that 
vicinity. The note was now written, as well as it could be in 
the dark, and under the circumstances. It b tie fly explained 
that a mutiny had taken place; that Captain Barnard was set 
adrift; and that I might expect immediate relief as far as 
provisions were concerned, but must not venture upon making 
any disturbance. It concluded with these words: I have 
1 lhis iciih blood—your life depends vpon lying dose.” 
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The slip of paper being tied upon tlio dog, he was now put 
down the hatchway, and Augustus made tho best of Ms way 
back to the forecastle, where he found no reason to believe 
that any of tho crew had been in his absence. To conceal 
the hole in the partition, he drove his knife in just above 
it, and hung up a pea-jacket which he found in the berth. 
His handculfs were then replaced, also the rope around liis 
ankles. 

These arrangements were scarcely completed when Dirk 
l*eters eame below, very drunk, but in excellent humour, 
and bringing with him my friend’s allowance of pix)vision 
for the day. This consisted of a dozen large Irish potatoes 
roasted, and a pitcher of water. He sat for some time 
on a chest by the berth, and talked freely about the 
mate and the general concerns of the brig. His demeanour 
was exceedingly capricious, and even grotesque. At one 
time Augustus was much alarmed by bis odd conduct. 
At last, however, he went on deck, muttering a promise 
to bring his prisoner a good dinner on tho morrow. 
During tho day two of the crew (harpooners) came down, 
accompanied by the cook, all three in nearly the last stage of 
iutoxication. Like Peters, they made no scruple of talking 
unreservedly about their plaus. It appeared that they were 
much divided among themselves as to their ultimate course, 
agreeing in no point except the attack on the ship from the 
Cape Verd Islands, with which they were in hourly expecta¬ 
tion of meeting. As far as could be ascertained, the mutiny 
had not been brought about altogether for the sake of booty; 
a private pique of the chief mate*s against Captain Barnard 
having been the main instigation. There now seemed to be 
two principal factions among the crew—one headed by the 
mate, the other by the cook. The former party were for 
seizing tho first suitable vessel which should present itself, and 
equipping it at some of the West India Islands for a piratical 
cruise. The latter division, however, which was the stronger, 
and included Dirk Peters among its partisans, were bdnt upon 
pursuing the course originally laid out for the brig into the* 
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South Pacific; there either to take whale, or act otherwise, as 
circumstances should suggest. The representations of Peters, 
who had frequently visited these regions, had great weight 
apparently with the mutineers, wavering as they were between 
half-engendered notions of profit and pleasure. He dwelt on* 
the world of novelty and amusement to he found among the 
innumerable islands of the Pacific, on the perfect security and 
freedom from all restraint to be enjoyed, hut more particularly 
on the deliciousiiess of the climate, on the abundant means of 
good living, and on the voluptuous beauty of the women. As 
yet, nothing had been absolutely determined upon, but the 
pictures of the hybrid line-manager were taking strong bold 
upon the ardent imaginations of the seamen, and there was 
every probability that his intentions would be finally carriod 
into effect. 

The three men went away in about an hour, and no one else 
entered the forecastle all day. Augustus lay quiet until nearly 
night. lie then freed himself from the rope and irons, and 
prepared for his attempt. A bottle was found in one of the 
berths, and this ho filled with water from the pitcher left by 
Peters, storing his pockets at the same time with cold potatoes. 
To his great joy, lie also came across a lantern with a small 
piece of tallow candle in it. This he could light at any moment, 
as he had in his possession a box of phosphorus matches. 
When it was quite dark he got through the lifilc in the bulk¬ 
head, having taken the precaution to arrange the bedclothes in 
the berth so as to convey the idea of a person covered up. 
When through, he hung up the pca-jacket on his knife as before, 
to conceal the aperture—this manoeuvre being easily effected 
as ho did not readjust the piece of plank takeu out until after¬ 
wards. He was now on the main orlop deck, and proceeded 
to make his way as before between tho upper deck and the 
oil-casks to the main hatchway. Having reached this, he lit 
the piece of candle and descended, groping with extreme diffi¬ 
culty among the compact stowage of the hold. In a few moments 
Jhe became alarmed at the insufferable stench and the closeness 
.of the atmosphere. He could not think it possible that I had 
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survived my confinement fdr so long a period breathing SO 
oppressive an air. He called my name repeatedly, but I made 
him no reply, and his apprehensions seemed thus to be con¬ 
firmed. The brig was rolling violently, and there was so much 
noise in consequence, that it was useless to listen for any weak 
sound, such as those of my breathing or snoring. He threw 
open the lantern, and held it as high as possible whenever aii 
opportunity occurred, in order that by observing the light I 
might, if alive, be aware that succour was approaching. 8till 
nothing was heard from me, and the supposition of my death 
began to assume the character of certainty. Ho determined, 
nevertheless, to force a passage, if possible, to the box, and at 
least ascertain beyond a doubt the truth of his surmises. He 
pushed on for some, time in a most pitiable state of anxiety, 
until at length be found the pathway utterly blocked up, and 
that there was no possibility of making any farther way by the 
course in which he had set out. Overcome now bv his feelings, 
he threw himself among the lumber in despair, and wept like a 
child. It was at thi* period that he heard the crash occasioned 
by the bottle which I had thrown down. Fortunate, indeed, 
was it that the incident occurred—for upon this incident, trivial 
as it appears, the thread of my destiny depended. Many years 
elapsed, however, before 1 was aware of this fa«-t. A natural 
shame and regret for his weakness and indecision prevented 
Augustus from confiding to me at once what a more intimate 
and unreserved communion afterwards induced him to reveal. 
Upon finding his farther progress in the hold impeded by 
obstacles which he could not overcome, ho had resolved to 
abandon his attempt at reaching me, and return at once to the 
forecastle. Before condemning him entirely on this head, the; 
harassing circumstances which embarrassed him should be. 
taken into consideration. The night was fast wearing' 
and his absence from the forecastle might be discovered, laid;, 
indeed would necessarily be so if he should fail to get bftckte 
the berth by daybreak. Ilis candle was expiring in the socket, 
and tht're would be the greatest difficulty in retracing,his way 
to the hatchway in the dark. It mast be allowed, top, that; 
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he hod every good reason to beliflve mo dead; in which ovont 
no benefit could result to mo from his reaching the box, and a 
world of danger would bo encountered to no purpose by him¬ 
self. Ho had repeatedly called, and I had made him no answer. 
I had been now eleven (lava and nights with no more water 
than that contained in the jug which he had left with mo—a 
supply which it was not at ail probable 1 had hoarded in the 
beginning of my confinement, as I had bail every cause to 
expect a speedy release. The atmo-spln ro of the hold, too, 
must have appeared to him, coming from tin* comparatively 
open air of the steerage, of a nature absolutely poisonous, and 
by far more intolerable than it had teenud to me upon my 
first taking up my 'praters in the box the hatchways at that 
time hating been eon.st.mtly open for many mooths pluvious. 
Add to these considerations that of the scene of bloodshed and 
terror so lately witnessed l>y my friend; his confinement, 
privations, ami narrow escapes from de.itli, together with tho 
frail and equivocal tenure by which he still exi&ted—circum¬ 
stances all so well call ul.ited to prostrate every energy of mind 
—and the reader will be easily brought, as I have been, to 
regard his apparent falling off in friendship and in faith with 
sentiments rather of sorrow than of anger. 

Tho crash of tho bottle was distinctly heard, yet Augustus 
was not sure that it proceeded from the hold. Tho doubt, 
however, was sufficient inducement U » persevere. IIu clambered 
up nearly to the orlop deck by means of tins suAvage, and then, 
watching for a lull in the pitching* of the \esscl, ho called out 
to Mo in as loud a tone as lie could command, regardless for 
tho moment of the danger of being overheard by the crew. 
It will be remembered that ou this occasion the voice reached 
me, but I was so entirely overcome by violent agitation as to 
be incapable of reply. Confident now that his worst appre¬ 
hensions were well founded, he descended with a view of 
getting back to the forecastle without loss of lime. In his 
haste* some small boxes were thrown down, tho noise occasioned 
by whisk I heard, as will bo recolb cted. He had made con¬ 
siderable progress on his return, when tho fall of the knife 
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again caused him to hesitate, i Ho retraced his steps immedi¬ 
ately, arid, clambering up the stowage a second time, called 
out my name, loudly as before, having watched for a lull 
This timo 1 found voice to answer. Overjoyed at discovering 
me to be still alive, he now resolved to brave every difficult) 
and danger in reaching me. Having extricated himself as 
quickly as possible from the labyrinth of lumber by which he 
was hemmed in, ho at length .struck into an opening which 
promised better, and finally, after a series of struggles, arrived 
at the box in a state of utter exhaustion. 


CHAPTER VI. 

Tiik leading particulars of this narration were all that Augustus 
communicated to me while wc remained near the box. It was 
not until afterwards that he entered l’ullv into all the details. 
He was apprehensive of being missed, and I was wild with 
impatience to leave my detested place of confinement. We 
resolved to make our way at once to the hole in the bulkhead, 
near which I was to remain for the present, while he went 
through to reconnoitre. To leave Tiger in the box was what 
neither of us could endure to think of; yet, how to act other¬ 
wise w as the question. He now* seemed to be perfectly quiet, 
and we could not even distinguish the sound of his breathing 
upon applying our ears closely to the box. 1 was convinced 
that he was dead, and determined to open the door. We 
fourifl him lying at full length, apparently in a deep stupor, 
yet still alive. No time was to be lost, yet I could not bring 
myself to abandon an animal who had now been twice instru¬ 
mental in saving my life, without some attempt at preserving 
him. We therefore dragged him along with us as well as 
wo could, although with the greatest difficulty and fatigue; 
Augustus, during part, of the time, being forced to clamber 
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over the impediments in our w$y with the hugo dog in his 
arms—a feat to which the feebleness of my frame rendered me 
totally inadequate. At length wc succeeded in reaching the 
hole, when Augustus got through, and Tiger was pushed iu 
afterwards. All was found to be safe, and we did not fail to 
return sincere thanks to God for our deliverance from the 
imminent danger wc had escaped. For the present, it was 
agreed that I should remain near the opening, through Inch 
my companion could readily supply rno with a part of his 
daily provision, and whore f could have the advantages of 
breathing an atmosphere comparatively pure. 

In explanation of some portions of this narrative, wherein 1 
have spoken of the stowage of the brig, and which may appear 
ambiguous to some of my readers who may have seen a proper 
or regular stowage, I must here state that the manner in which 
this most important duty had boen performed on board the 
Grampus was a most shameful piece of neglect on the part of 
Captain Banian 1 , who was by no means as careful or as ex¬ 
perienced a seaman as the hazardous nature of the service on 
which he was employed would seem necessarily to demand. 
A proper stowage cannot bo accomplished in a careless manner, 
and many most disastrous accidents, even within the limits of 
my own experience, have arisen from neglect or ignorance iu 
this particular. Coasting vessels, in the frequent hurry ami 
bustle attendant upon taking in or discharging cargo, are the 
most liable to mishap from the want of a proper attention to 
stowage. The great point is to allow no possibility of the 
cargo or ballast’s shifting position even in the most violent 
rollings of the vessel. With this end, great attention must be 
paid not only to the bulk taken in but to the nature of the 
. bulk, and whether there be a full or only a partial cargo. In 
most kinds of freight the stowage is accomplished by means 
of a screw. Thus, in a load of tobacco or flour, the whole is 
screwed so tightly into the hold of the vessel that the barrels 
or hogsheads upon discharging are found to be completely 
flattened, and take some time‘to regain their original shape. 
This screwing, however, is resorted to principally wif.Ii a view 
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of obtaining more room in thv hold ; for, in a full load of any 
such commodities a* flour or tobacco, there can be no danger 
of any shifting whatever, at least none from which incon- 
veiuencr can result. There have been instances indeed where 
this method of strewing has insulted in the most lamentable 
consequences, arising from a cause altogether distinct from the 
danger attendant upon a shifting of cargo. A load of cotton, 
for example, tightly screwed while in certain conditions, has 
been known, through the expansion of its bulk, to rend a vessel 
asunder at s<.i. There can be no doubt, either, that the same 
result would eiBito in the ea^e of tobacco while undergoing its 
usual course ot fermentation, were it not for the iuterstices 
consequent upon the rotuuriitj of the hogsheads. 

It is when a ]initial targo b leeeived that danger is chiefly 
to he apprehended Irom shifting, and that precautions should 
be al way* taken to guard asainut such misfortune. Only those 
who have encountered a \iolcut gale of wind, or rather who 
have experienced the rolling of a vessel in a sudden calm after 
tho gale, can foim an idea of the tremendous force of the plunges, 
and of tho consequent tcinblo impetus given to all loose articles 
in the \essol. It is then that the necessity of a cautious 
stowage, w hen there is a pat t ial cargo, becomes obvious. When 
lying in (especially w'ith a small head sail), a vessel which is 
not piopcrly modelled in tho bows is frequently thrown upon 
her beam-ends; this occmring even every fifteen or twenty 
minutes upon an average, yet without any serious consequences H 
resulting, />rtmdttl that be a j/ujirr ttounfje. It this, however, 
has not been strictly attended to, in the first of these heavy 
lurches the whole of the cargo tumbles over to the side of tho 
vessel which lies upon the water, and, being thus prevented 
jfroifl regaining her equilibrium, as she would otherwise neces¬ 
sarily do, she is certain to fill in a few seconds and go down* 
It is not too much to say that at least one-half of the instances 
in which vessels have foundered in heavy gales at sea may be 
attributed to a shifting of cargo or of ballast. 

When a partial cargo of any kind is taken on board, the 
whole, after being first stowed as compactly as may be,' should 
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be covered with a layer of stcfcfc shifting boards, extending 
completely across, the vessel. Upon those boards strong 
temporary stanchions should be erected, reaching to the timbers 
above, and thus seeming everything in its place. In cargoes 
consisting of grain, or any similar mutter, additional precautions 
arc requisite. A hold filled entirely with grain upon leaving 
port will be found not mom than three fourths full upon 
reaching ^tb destination, this, too, although the freight, when 
measured bushel hy bushel hy the consignee, will overrun by 
avast deal (on account of the swelling of the grain) the quantity 
consigned. Thb xesult is occasioned by witling during tho 
voyage, and is tho moie perceptible in proportion to tho rough¬ 
ness of the wcathor experienced, if grain loosely thrown in a 
vessel, then, is ever so well secured by bliifting boards and 
stanchions, it will Ihj liable to shift in a long passage so greatly 
as to bring about the mo^t distressing calamities. To prevent 
these, e\ery method should lx* employed befoie leaving port to 
atlh the cargo us much as possible, and for thi** there are many 
contrivances, among which may lx* mentioned the driving of 
wedges into the grain. Even after all this is done, and unusual 
pains taken to soeuie the shifting boards, no seaman who knows 
what he is about will feel altogether secure in a gale of any 
violence with a cargo of grain on boaid, and least of all with a 
partial cargo. Yet there are hundreds of our roasting vessels, 
and it is likely many more from the poxts of Kurope, which sail 
daily with partial cargoes, even of the most dangerous sjiecics, 
and without any precautions whatever. The wonder is that 
no more accidents occur than do actually happen. A lament¬ 
able instance of this hccdlmness occui red to my knowledge in 
the case of Captain Joel Kice of the schooner which 

sailed from Kichmond, Virginia, to Madeira, with a cargo of 
corn, in the year 1825. The captaiu had gone many voyages 
-Without serious accident, although he was in the habit of paying 
HO attention whatever to his stowage, more than to secure it 
in the ordinary manner. Ho had never before sailed with a 
cargo pi grain, and on thin occasion had the torn thrown on 
board loobdy, when it did not much more than half Oil tho 
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vessel. For the first portion r/ the voyage he met with nothing 
more than light breezes, but when within a day’s sail of Madeira 
there camo on a strong gale from N.N.E. which forced him to 
lie to. He brought the schooner to the wind under a double* 
reefed foresail alone, when she rode as well as any vessel could 
be expected to do, and shipped not a drop of water. Towards 
night the gale somewhat abated, and she rolled with more 
unsteadiness than before, but still did very well, until a heavy 
lurch threw her upon her beam ends to starboard. The com 
was then heard to shift bodily, the force of the movement 
bursting open the main hatchway. The vessel went down like 
a shot. This happened within hail of a small sloop from 
Madeira, which picked up one of the crew (the only person 
saved), and which rode out the gale in perfect security, as 
indeed a jolly-boat might havo done* under proper management. 

The stowage on hoard the Grant]mx was most clumsily done, 
if stowage that could he called which was little better than a 
promiscuous huddling together of oil-casks * and ship furniture. 
J have already spoken of the condition of articles in the hold. 
On the orlop deck there was space enough for my body (as I 
havo stated) between the oil-casks and the upper dock, a space 
was left open around the main hatchway, and several other 
large spaces were left in the stowage.* Near the hole cub 
through the bulkhead by Augustus there was room enough 
for au entire cask, and in this space I found myself comfortably 
situated for the present. 

By tho time my friend had got safely into the berth, and 
readjusted bis hand caffs and the rope, it was broad daylight. 
We had made a narrow escape indeed, for scarcely had he 
arranged all matters when the mate came below with Dirk 
PotdVs and the cook. They talked for some time about the 
vessel from the Cape Vertls, and Eeemed to be excessively 
anxious for her appearauce. At length the cook came to tins 
berth in which Augustus was lying, and seated himself in ft 
near the head. I could see and hear everything from my hiding* 

* Whalyig vessels are usually fitted with iron oil-tanks; yby the 
Oram pm was not I have never been aide to ascertain. 
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place, for the piece cut out had not been put back, and I was 
in momentary expectation that the negro would fall against 
the pea-jacket which was hung up to conceal the aperture, in 
which case all would have been discovered, and our lives would, 
no doubt, have been instantly sacrificed. Our good fortune 
prevailed, however, and although he frequently touched it as 
the vessel rolled, ho never pressed against it sufficiently to bring 
about a discovery. The bottom of the jacket bad been care¬ 
fully fastened to the bulkhead, so that the hole might not be 
seen by its swinging to one side. All this time 'rigor was lying 
in the foot of the berth, and appeared to have recovered in 
some measure his faculties, for I could see him occasionally 
open his eyes and draw a long breath. 

After a few minutes the mate and cook went above, leaving 
Dirk Peters behind, who, as soon as they were gone, came and 
sat himself down in the place just occupied by the mate. He 
began to talk very sociably with Augustus, and wo could now 
see that the greater part of his apparent, intoxication, while 
the two others were with him, was a feint. Ho answered all 
my companion’s questions with perfect freedom ; told him 
that he hail no doubt of his father’s having been picked up, as 
there were no less than five sail in sight just before sundown 
on the day he was cut adrift; and used other language of a 
consolatory nature, which occasioned me no less surprise than 
pleasure. Indeed, I began to entertain hopes, that through 
the instrumentality of Peters we might be finally enabled to 
regain possession of the brig, and this idea I mentioned to 
Augustus as soon as 1 found an opportunity. Ho thought the 
matter possible, hut urged the necossity of the greatest caution 
in making the attempt, as the conduct of the hybrid appeared 
to be instigated by the most arbitrary caprice alone; and. 
Indeed, it was difficult to say if he was at any moment of 
* sound mind. Peters went upon deck in about' an hour, and 
did not return again until noon, when he brought Augustus a 
. plentiful supply of junk beef and pudding. Of this, W'hen wo 
were left alone, I partook heartily, without returning ^through 
the hole. No one else came down into the forecastle during 
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the day, and at night I go* into Augustus's berth, where I 
slept soundly and sweetly until nearly daybreak, when lie 
awakem d me upon hearing a btir upon deck, and T regained 
my hiding place as quickly as posable. When the day was 
fully btoke, >ve found that Tigei had recovered his strength 
almost cut in ly, and gavo no indications of hydiophobia, drink¬ 
ing a little water that was oilered him with great apparent 
eagerness. Dining the day he regained all his foifuor vigour 
and appetite. Ilia strange conduct had boon brought on, HO 
doubt, by the delete linns quality of the air of the hold, and had 
no connection with canine madness. I could not sufficiently 
rejoice that I hid peisi&ted in bringing him with me from, the 
box. Tin'", day was the thirtieth of dune, and the thirteenth 
since the (Jnnupu*> made .sail fiom Nantucket. 

On the second of duty the male came below, chunk as usual, 
and m an excessively good humour, lie camo to Augustus’s 
berth, and, giving him a blap on tho back, asked him if he 
thought lie could behavo him&tlf if he let him loose, and 
whether lie would promise not to bo going into the cabin 
ngaiu. To tins, of course, my friend answered m the affirmative, 
when the ruffian set him at liberty, after making him drink 
from a flask of rum which he drew from his coat-pocket. Both 
now* went on de» k, and I did not see Augustus for about three 
hours, lie then came below with the good news that he had 
obtained permission to go about tbc brig as he pleased any- 
whcie forward of the mainmast, and that he had been ordered 
to sleep, us usual, m the forecastle. He 1 nought me, too, a 
good dinner, and a plentiful supply of we ter. Tho brig was 
still ciuismg for the vessel from the Capo Verds, and a sail 
was now in sight, which was thought to he the one in question. 
As flie event", of the ensuing eight days were of little import* 
once, and had no direct bearing upon the main incidents Of 
my narrative, I will here throw them into the form of a journal, 
as 1 do not wish to omit them altogether. 

July 3;v/. Augustua furnished mo with thu*c blankets, with which | 
contrived a euiufoi tdric 1x4 in my hiding-plnr' No one caifte below,* 
except m) companion, duung the da\ Tiger took his station in the betfftt, 
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Jr»i by th& aperture, and slept heart If, as if not yet entirely recovered 
from the effects of lii* sickness. Toward* night a flaw of wind Rtruck the 
fcrig before sail could be Uk>*n in, anil vtuy neatly capsized her. The pull 
died away immediately. howtwor, ami u<» danrige was done beyond the 
splitting of the foietopiail. l>ivk Pi ten trusted August us all thin day 
With great kindness, nnd entered into a long conversation w itli hint respect¬ 
ing the Pacific Ocean, ami the id mds he had visited in that region. Ho 
asked him whether lie would not like to go with tin* mu turners on a kind 
of «xploriug»and pleasure* vomgo in those quailcrs, and said that the tnen 
Were gradually coming over to the unit’s ui«s To this Augustus thought 
it liest to reply that he would 1 o gl r 1 to go on such mi adventure, since 
nothing hotter eonld he dine, and that nu\thing was profitable to a 
pirath al life. 

July itk. Tin* ves-t'd in sight proved to h* ,i 'null hug from Livcipool, 
and was allow* d to p«v-s uircoli sted. Au.pt* tu* sp* nt mo^t ot Ids time 
on deck, with a snw oi *J>1 mang -*11 tin* infoimiln.n in 1ns power 
. respecting the intentions ol tho inuiinccis. Tin y ha*l tierpw nt nnd violent 
ipiarrcls among themselves, in one of which ,i luipooner, Jim lion tier, was 
thrown ovirbmrd. The party of the mate was gaining gimmd. Jim 
llonnor belonged t#» the cook’s gang, of which P* tf is was a paiti >ui. 

July ^(h. About In} break there tame on n stifl breeze from tin* west, 
which at noon fr« shined into a gale, so that the biig eouhl i.nrv nothin/* 
inoic than In r tiysail and foresail. In taking in the foi* topsail, thrums, 
oik* of the common hinds, and belonging also to the cook's gang, foil 
overboard, being v* rv mu* h m lujuoi, ami was diowned, no ntt* mptluing 
made to have him. Tin* whole mnnhci of persons on board was now 

thirteen, to wit: Dirk I'fteis; S« vmonr, the black * ook ;-Jones; 

——— Gieely ; Hartman llogtr* ; and William Allen, of the rook's party; 

tho mate, whose name I nevet learned; Al salom links; -Wihsou, 

John Hunt; and Richard Parker, ot thcinaU'i party—br-nUs Augustus 
and myself. • 

j i, July fUh, The gale lasted .all this dry, bloving m h*avy wpialls, 
weeon.panitd with rain. Tim brig Uk k in a p«.od deal of water through 
her scains, and one of the pumps was kepi continually going, Augnnfiis 
being forced to take hit turn. Just at twilight a large ship passed close 
by it*, without having born discovered until within hail. This ship was 
Supposed to l*e tin* one for which tin* mutineers wen* on the look-out. 
* Thu mate hailed her, hut the reply was drowned in the roaring of tin* gale. 
{.At eleven, a &*•a was shipped amid&hijx*, which toro away a great portion 
of the larboard bulwarks, and did sonic other slight dan mgr. Towards 
morning the weather moderated, and at sumUe there was v* ly little wind. 

July 7th. There was a heavy swill running all this day, during which 
tha brig, being light, rolled excessively, nn*l many aztuhs l-ioke loo** 1 in 
the hold, as I could hear distinctly from my lading pl.k<*. f Miller ed a 
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great deal from sea-sickness. 1'herx had a Jong conversation till# day 
with Augustus, and told him that two of Ilia gang, Grcely and Allen, had 
gone over to the mate, and >vcro resolved to tarn pirates. Ho put several 
questions to Augustus which lie did not then exactly understand. During 
a part of this evening the look gained upon the vessel; and little could be 
done to remedy it, as it was occasioned by the. brig’s straining, ftn*l taking 
in the water through Iht seams. A sail was thrummed, and got under 
th<‘ hows, which aided us in some measure, so that we began to gain upon 
the leak. 4 ‘ 

July S/A. A light bire/o sprung up at sunrise from tins eastward, when 
tho mate headed the brig lo the .south-wont, with the intention of making 
some of tho West India Islands, in pursuance of his pi in tirul designs. 3So 
opposition was made by iVtors or the cook—at least none in the hearing 
of Augustus. All idea of taking the. vessel from tho Cape Vords was 
abandoned. The leak was now easily kept, under by one pump going 
every three-quarters of an hour. The sail was drawn from bencatli tho 
hows. Spoke two Hinall schooners during the day. 

July IWA. Fine weather. All hands employed in repairing bulwarks, 
l’oter.t had again a long conversation with Augustus, ami spoke more 
plainly than ho had done heretofore. He said nothing should induce him 
to come into the mate’s view's, and oven hinted his intention of taking the 
brig out ofliis hands, lie asked my friend if lie could depend upon his 
aid in such ease, to whieh Augustus said, “Yes,” without hesitation. 
Peters then said lie would sound tho others of his party upon the subject, 
and went. away. During the remainder of the day Augustus bad no 
opportunity of speaking with him privately. 


CHATTER VII. 

Atn.Y 10. Spoke a brig from Rio, bound to Norfolk. Weather 
hazy, with a light baffling wind from the eastward. To-day 
Hartman Rogers died, having been attacked on the eighth with 
spasms after drinking a glass of grog. This man was of the 
cook’s party, and one upon whom Peters placed his main, 
reliance. He told Augustus that he believed the mate had 
poisoned him, and that he expected, if he did not he on the 
look-out, liis own turn would come shortly. There were now 
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only himself, Jones, and the cook* belonging to ,his own gang 
—on the other side there were five. Ho had spoken to Jones 
about taking the command from tho mate; but the project 
having been coolly received, he had been deterred from press¬ 
ing the matter any further, or from saying anything to the 
cook It was well, as it happened, that he was so prudent, 
for in the afternoon the cook expressed his determination of 
siding witti the mate*, and went, over formally to that party; 
while Jones took an opportunity of quarrelling with Peters, 
and hinted that lie would lot the mate know of the plan in 
agitatiou. There was now, evidently, no time to be lost, and 
Peters expressed bis dcirrmination of attempting to take the 
vessel at all hazards, provided Augustus would lend him Ids 
, aid. My friend at once assured him of his willingness to enter 
into any plan for that purpose, and, thinking the opportunity 
a favourable one, made known tho fact of my being on board. 
At this the hybrid was not more astonished than delighted, 
as he had no reliance whatever upon Jones, whom lw.» already 
Considered as belonging to tho party of the mate. They went 
below immediately, when Augustus called to me by name, and 
Peters and myself were soon made acquainted. It was agreed 
that we should attempt to retake the vessel upon the first good 
opportunity, leaving Jones altogether out of our councils. In 
the event of success, we were to run the biig into the first 
port that offered, and deliver her up. The desertion of his 
party had frustrated Peters' design of goiug into the Pacific — 
*ah adventure which could not bo accomplished without a 
crew, and he depended upon either getting acquitted upon 
trial on the score of insanity (which he solemnly averred had 
actuated him in lending lus aid to the mutiny), or upon obtain¬ 
ing a pardon, if found guilty, through the representations of 
Augustus and myself. Our deliberations were interrupted for 
the present by the cry of “ ail hands take in sail,” and Peters 
and Augustus ran up on deck. 

As usual, the crew were nearly all drunk, and before sail 
could be properly taken in a violent squall laid the* brig on 
* her beam-ends. By keeping her away, however, she righted, 
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having shipped a good deal otf water. Scarcely was everything 
Secure when another squall took the vessel, and immediately 
afterward another —no damage being done. There was every 
appearance of a gale of w ind, which indeed shortly came on 
with great fury from the northward and westward. All was 
made as snug as possible, and we luid to, as usual, under a 
close reefed foresail. As night drew on, the wind increased in 
violence, with a remarkably heavy sea. Peters now came 
into the forecastle with Augustus, and we resumed' our 
deliberations. 

We agreed that no opportunity could ho more favourable 
than the pie-ont for carrying our design into effect, as an 
attempt at such a moment would never be nnthipated. As 
the brig was snugly laid to, then 1 would Ik* no necessity of 
manoeuvring her until good weather, when, if we succeeded in 
our attempt, we might liberate one, or perhaps two of the men, 
to aid in taking her into port. The nniii ditlienlty was the 
great disproportion in our forces. There were only threo of 
us, and in the cabin there were nine. All the arms on hoard* 
too, weie in tlnir pos^ssiou, with the exception of a pair of 
small pistols which 1\ ters had concealed about his person, and 
the largo seaman's knife which he always won* in the waistband 
of iiis pantaloons. From certain indications, too—such, for 
example, as there being no such thing as an axe or a hand 
spike lying in their customary place*—we began to fear that 
the mate had hi* suspicions at least in regard to Peters, and 
that lie would let slip no opportunity of get ting rid of him. It 
was clear, indeed, that what we should determine to do could 
not be done too soon. Still the odds were too much against 
us to allow of our proceeding without the greatest caution. 

Peters proposed that he should go up on deck and enter 
Into conversation with the watch (Allen), when ho would be 
able to throw him into the sea without trouble, and without 
making any disturbance, by seizing a good opportunity; that 
Augustus and myself should then come up and endeavour to 
provide ourselves with some kind of weapons from th$ dock J 
and that we should then make a rush together and secure the 
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COmpanion-way before any opposition could be offered. I 
objected to tin's, because I could not believe that, the mate 
(who was a cunning fellow in all matters winch did not affect 
his superstitious prejudice*-) would suffer himself to bo so 
easily entrapped. The very f.u*t of there being a watch on 
deck at all was sufficient pi oof that ho was upon the alort— 
it not being usual, except in vessels u Ihto discipline is most 
rigidly enforced, to station a watch on deck when a vessel is 
lying to in a gale of wind. As I address myself principally, if 
not altogether, to persons who have never been to sea, it may 
be as well to state the exact condition of a vessel under such 
circumstances. Lying to, or, in sea-parlance, “laying to,” is a 
measure resorted to for various purposes, and effected in various 
manners. In moderate weather it is frequently done with a 
view of merely bringing the vessel to a stand still, to wait for 
another vessel, or any similar object. If the vessel which lies 
to is under full sul, the manoeuvre is usually accomplished by 
throwing round some portion of her sails, so as to Jet the wind 
take them aback, when sh» k becomes stationary. Hut. we are 
now speaking ol laying to in a *_ale of wind. This is done when 
the wind is ahead, and too violent to admit of carrying sail 
without danger of rap'd zing; and sometimes even when the wind 
is fair but the sea too heavy for the vessel to he put before it. 
If a vessel be suffered to scud before the wind in a very heavy 
sea, much damage is usually done her by the shipping of water 
over her stem, and sometimes by the violent plunges she 
nuftes forward. This manoeuvre, then, • * seldom resorted to 
in such eases unless through necessity. When the vessel is 
In a leaky condition, she is often put before the wind oven in 
the heaviest seas ; for when lying to her seams are sure, to be 
greatly opened by her violent straining, and it is not so much 
the case when scudding. Often, too, it becomes necessary to 
Scud a vessel, either when the blast is so exceedingly furious 
as to tear in pieces the sail whioh is employed with a view of 
bringing her head to the wind, or when, through the false 
WteUkig of the frame or other causes, this main object 
’gfttttiot be effected. 

it 
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Vessels in a gale of wind are laid to in different manners 
according to their peculiar construction. Some lie to beat 
under a foresail, and this, I believe, is the sail most usually* 
employed. Largo square-rigged vessels have sails for tho 
express purpose, called storm-staysails. But the jib is 
occasionally employed by itself—sometimes the jib and fore¬ 
sail, or a double-reefed foresail, and not uufrequently the 
aftersails are made use of. Foretopsails are very often found 
to answer the purpose better than any other species of sail. 
I’ho Grampus was generally laid to under a closc-reefed foresail. 

When a vessel is to be laid to, her head is brought up to the 
wind just so nearly as to fdl the sail under which she lies, 
when hauled flat aft, that is, when brought diagonally across 
the vessel. This being done, the bows point within a few 
degrees of the direction from which the wind issues, and the 
windward bow of course receives tho shock of the waves. In 


this situation a good vessel will ride out a very heavy gale of 
wind without shipping a drop of water, and without any further 
attention being requisite on tho part of the crew. The helm 
is usually lashed down, blit this is altogether unnecessary 
(except on account of tho noise it makes when loose), for the 
rudder has no effect upon the vessel whnu lying to. Indeed, 
tlio holm hod far better be left loose than lashed very fast, for 
the rudder is apt to be torn off by heavy seas if there be no 
room for the helm to play. As long as the sail holds, a well- 
modelled vessel will maintain her situation aud ride every sea 
as if instinct with life and reason. If the violence of the wind, 
however, should tear the sail into pieces (a feat which it requires 
a perfect hurricane to accomplish under ordinary circumstances), 
there is then imminent danger. The vessel falls off from tbe 
wind*and, coming broadside to the sea, is completely at its , 
mercy: the only resource in this case is to put her quietly - 
before the wind, letting her scud until some other sail can be 
set. Some vessels will lie to under no sail whatever, but such. 


are not to be trusted at sea. 

'But. to return from this digression. 


, j 1 t 

It had never been 


customary with the mate to lmu* any watch 


on deck ; 
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lying to in a gale of wind, and the fact that ho had now one, 
Coupled with the circumstances of the missing axes and hand¬ 
spikes, fully convinced us that the crew were too well on the 
watch to be t-akcn by su rprisc in the manner Peters had suggested. 
Something, however, was to ho done, and that with as little 
delay as practicable, for there could be no doubt that a suspicion 
having been once entertained against Peters, he would bo 
sacrificed upon the earliest occasion, and one would certainly 
be either found or made upon tho breaking of the gale. 

Augustus now suggested that if Peters could contrive to 
remove, under any pretext, the piece of chain-eablo which lay 
over the trap in the state-room, wo might possibly be able to 
come upon them unawares by means ot' tho hold; hut a little 
reflection convinced us that the vessel rolled and pitched too 
violently for any attempt of that nature. 

By good fortune I at length hit upon the idea of working 
upon the superstitious terrors and guilty conscience of tho mate. 
It will be remembered that one of the crew, Hurtrnan Rogers, 
bad died during the morning, having been attacked two days 
before with spasms after drinking some spirits and water. 
Peters had expressed to us his opinion that this man had been 
poisoned by the mate, and for this belief he had reasons, so he 
said, which were incontrovertible, but which ho could not be 
prevailed upon to explain to us—this wayward refusal being 
only in keeping with other points of his singular character. 
But whether or not he had any better grounds for suspecting 
the math than we had ourselves, we were easily led to fall in 
with his suspicion, and determined to act accordingly. 

Rogers had died about eleven in the forenoon, in violent 
convulsions; and the corpse presented in a few minutes after 
death one of the most horrid and loathsome spectacles 1 ever 
remember to have seen. The stomach was swollen immensely, 
like that of a man who has been drowned and lain under water 
for many weeks. The hands were in the same condition, while 
the face was shrunken, shrivelled, and of a chalky whiteness, 
exceptVhcrc relieved by two or three glaring red splotches, 
lift*those occasioned by the erysipelas: one of these splotches 
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extended diagonally across the face, completely covering up an 
eye as if with a bam l of red vel vet In this disgusting condition 
the body had been brought up from the cabin at noon to be 
thrown overboard, when tho mate getting a glimpse of it (for 
he now saw it for the first time), and being either touched with 
rnnorse for hi\ crime, or struck with terror at so horrible a 
sight, ordered the men to sew the body up in its hammock, 
and allow it tho usual rites of sea burial. Having given these 
directions, he went below, as if to avoid any fuither sight of 
his victirn. While prepar'dions were mak ing to obey his orders, 
the galo came on with great fury, and the design was abandoned 
for tlie present. Tho corpse, left to itself, was washed into 
the larboard scuppers, where it still lay at tho tinm of which I 
speak, floundering about with the furious lurches of the brig. 
Having arranged our plan, we set about putting it in execution 
ns speedily as possible. Peters went upon deck, and, as he 
had anticipated, was immediately accosted by Allen, who 
appeared to bo stationed more as a watch upon the forecastle 
than tor any other purpose. The fate of this villain, however, 
was bpoedily and silently decided; for Peters, approaching him 
in a careless manner, as if about to address him, seized him by 
the throat, and before ho could utter a single cry tossed him 
over the bulwarks. Ho then called to us, and we came up. 
Our first precaution was to look about for something with 
which to ann ourselves, and in doing thi>> wo had to proceed 
with great care, for it was impossible to stand on deck an 
instant without holding fast, and violent seas broke over the 
vessel at every plunge forward. It was indispensable, too, that 
we Bhonld be quick in our operations, for every minute tire 
expected tho mate to be up to set the pumps going, os it was 
evident tho brig must bo taking in water very fast. After 
searching about for some time, we could find nothing more fit 
for our purpose than the two pump-handles, one of which 
Augustus took, and I the other. Having secured these, we 
stripped off the >hirt of the corpse and dropped the body over¬ 
board, Peters and myself then went below, leaving Augustus 
to watch upon deck, where he took his station just where AUftg 
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Bad Been placed, and with his back to the cabin companion-way, 
so that if any one of the mote’* gang should come up he might 
suppose it was the watch. 

Aft soon as I got below I commenced disguising myholf so as 
to represent the corpse of lingers. The shirt which we had 
taken from the body aided us very much, for it was of singular 
form and character, and easily recognisable, a kind of smock 
which the deceased wore over his other clothing. It was a bluo 
etockinctt, with laigo white stripes running across. Having 
put this on, I proceeded to equip myself with a false stomach, 
in imitation of the horrible deformity of the swollen corpse. 
This was soon effected by means of stuffing with some bedclothes. 
I then gau* the same appearance to my hands by drawing on 
a pair of white woollen mittens, and filling thorn in with any 
kind of rags that offered themselves. Peters then arranged my 
face, first rubbing it well o\cr with white chalk, ami afterwards 
splotching it with blood, which he took from a cut in his finger. 
The streak across the eye was not forgotten, and presented a 
most shocking appearance. « 


rurAPTirp vm 

As I viewed myself in a fragment of looking-glass which hurtg 
up in the cabin, and by the dim light of a kind of battle lantern, 
Z was so impressed with a sense of vague awe at my appearance, 
And at the recollection of the terrific reality which I was thus 
representing, that I was seized with a violent tremor, and could 
scarcely summon resolution to go on with my part. It was 
necessary, however, to act with decision, and Peters and myself 
went upon deck. 

Withers found everything safe, and, keeping cleso to the 
bulwarks, the three of us crept to the cabin companion-way 
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It was only partially closed, precautions having been taken to 
prevent its being *uddcnly pushed to from without, by means 
of placing billets of wood on the upper step, so as to interfere 
with the shutting. We fotind no difficulty in getting a full 
view of the interior of the cabin through the cracks where the 
hinge* w< re placed. It now proved to have been iery fortunate 
for us that we had not attempted to Ljjke them by surprise, for 
they were evidently on the alert. Only one was asleep, and 
he lying just at the foot of the companion-ladder with a musket 
by his side. Tho re&t were seated on several mattresses which 
had been taken from births and thrown on tin* floor. They 
were engaged in earnest conversation, and although they had 
been carousing, as appeared from two empty jugs with some 
tin tunibler.'» which Jay about, they wen* not at. much intoxi¬ 
cated us usual. All had knives, one or two of them pistols, 
and a great many musket* weie lying in a berth close at 
hand. 

We listened to their con\ creation for some time before we 
could make up our minds how* to act, having as jet resolved 
on nothing determinate, except that we would attempt to 
paraljse their exertions, when we should attack them by means 
of the apparition of Rogers. They were dfocussing their 
piratical plans, in -which all we could hear distinctly was that 
they would unite with the crew of a schooner Jfurwf, and, if 
possible, get the schooner herself into their possession pre¬ 
paratory to some attempt on a large scale, the particulars of 
which could not be made out bj T either of us. 

One of the men spoke of Peters, when tin mate replied to 
him m a low voice which could not be distinguished, and after¬ 
wards nddtd more loudij' that “he could not understand his 
beitig'ho much forward with the captain’s brat in the forecastle, 
and ho thought the sooner both of them were overboard the 
better.” To this no answer was made, but wo could easily 
perceive that the hint was well received by the whole party, 
and more particularly by Jonos. At this period I was exces¬ 
sively agitated, the more so as 1 could see that neither Augustus 
nor Peters could determine how to act. I made up my mind, 
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however, to sell my life as dearfy as possible, and not to suffer 
myself to be overcome by any feelings of trepidation. 

The tremendous, noise made bv tlio roaring of the wind in 
the rigging, and the washing of the sea over the deck, pre¬ 
vented us from heai ing v\ hat was saul except during momentary 
lulls. In one of these we all distinctly heard the mate* tell one 
of the men to “go forward, and ord< r the d—d lubbers to come 
into the cabin, where he could have an rjo upon them, for ho 
wanted no Mich secret doings on hoard the brig.” It was well 
for us that the pitching ot the vewd at this moment was so 
violent as to prc\» nt thL ordei from being carried into instant 
execution. The cook got up from his mattress to go for us, 
when a treimndons hnoh, which 1 thought would carry away 
the masts, threw him headlong against one of tin* larboard 
state-room doors, bursting it open, and creating a good deal of 
other confusion. Luckily neither of our party was thrown 
from hi-> position, and we had time to make a precipitate retreat 
to the forecast!• and arrange a hurried plan of action before 
the messenger made his appearance, or lather lie fore lie put 
his head out of the companion hatch, for lie did not come on 
deck. From this station ho could not notice the absence of 
Allen, and h< accordingly bawled out, as if to him, repeating 
the orders of the mate. Peters cried out “Ay, ay,” in a dis¬ 
guised voice, and the cook immediately went below* without 
entertaining a suspicion that all was not right. 

My two companions now procei ded boldly aft and down into 
the cabin, Peters closing the door after him in the same manner 
be had found it. The mate recei *od them with feigned cordiality, 
and told Augustus that since lie had behaved himself so well of 
late he might take up his quarters in the cabin, and be one of 
them for the future. He then poured him out a tumbler half 
full of rum, and made him drink it. All this I saw and heard, 
for I followed my friends to the cabin as soon as the door was 
shut, and took up ray old point of observation. I had brought 
Tfrifch mo the two pump-handles, one of which I secured near 
the copapanion-way to he ready for use when required. 

I snow steadied m\ self as well as possible so as to have a 
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good view of all that was pairing withifi, and endeavoured to 
nerve myself to the task of descending among the mutineer* 
when PeWa should make a sunul to me as agreed upon. 
Prisently he ioutlived to turn the corivewition upon the 
bloody died* of the mutiny, and by degrees led the men to 
talk of the thousand superstitions which aie so universally 
current arnoii" seammi. 1 umld not make out all that was 
►aid, but 1 could pl.iiuh sec the efTeits of the conversation in 
the countenances of those present. The mate w*as evidently 
much agitated, and presently, when homo one mentioned the 
terrific appealaimc of Rogers corpse. 1 thought he was upon 
the point of swoouimr. Pete*a now asked lum if ho did not 
think it would lx lc*>i<i to luue the bod} thrown oveiboard 
at once, as it was too hon ihle a sight to s< e it lloun doling about 
in the scuppers. At this the villain absolutely gasped for 
hi eat h, and turned lus head slowly round upon his < ompanions, 
as if imploring some one ro go up and perform the t.isk. No 
one, however, stiried, and it was ijuite evident that the whole 
party weie wound up to the highest pitili oi nervous excite¬ 
ment. Petei s now made me the signal. 1 immediately threw 
open the dour of the companion-way, and, descending without 
uttering a sjliable, stood erect in the midst of the party. 

The intense iHoot produced b} this sudden apparition is not 
at all to be wondered at when the various cii cum stances ore 
taken into consideration Usually, in rates of a similar nature, 
there is left m the mmd of the spectator some glimmering of 
doubt as to the reality of the v ision before his cy cs ; a degree 
of hope, however feeble, that ho is the wtim of chicanery, 
and that the apparition is not actually a visitant from the 
world of shadows. It i- not too much to say that such rem¬ 
nants of doubt have been at the bottom of almost every such 
visitation, and that the appalling honor which has sometimes 
been brought about, is to be attributed, even in the cases most 
in point, and where most sullering has been experienced, 
to a kind of anticipativc horror lest the apparition might possiiilf 1 
le real, than to an unwavering belief in its reality. But* in the 
present instance, it \\ ill be seen immediately, that in the minds of 
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themutineera there was not oven the shadow of a basis upon which 
to rest a doubt that the apparition of Kogcrs was indeed a revivi¬ 
fication of lii- disgusting corpse, or at least its spiritual image. 
The isolated situation of the I nig, with its entire inaccessibility 
on account of the gale, confined the appnn ntly possible means 
of deception within such nanow and definite limits, that they 
must have thought themselves enabled to sum y them all at a 
glance. The\ had now been at sea twenty-fom d.ijs without 
holding more than a speaking communication with any vessel 
whatever. Tin* whole of the crew, ton at least all whom they 
had the most t emote mason for susputmg to be on board— 
wore assembhtl m the utbin, with the ixrcption of Allen, the 
watch; and his gigantic statute (ho was biv foi t six inches 
high) was too familiar in their ejes to }>ernut the notion that 
he was the apparition before them to enter their mind•> even 
for an instant. Add to these considerations the awe inspiring 
nature of (he temped, and that of tin* eon \ creation hi ought 
almut by Peteis, the deep impn ssnm whi< h the loathsomeness 
of the actual corpse had made in the motnin ' upon tiic imagina¬ 
tions of the men , tlu* excellence of tin* imitation in my person, 
and the unceil un and wavering light in which they hi h< Id nio, 
as the glare of tin* cabin lantern, swinging violently to and fro, 
fell dubiously and fitfully upon my figure, and tlnne will be no 
reason to wonder that the deception had even more than tlm 
entire effect which wc had anticipated. Tiie mate spiaiig up 
from the mattress on which he was lying, and, Vithoul uttering 
a syllable, fell back slon ■ dead upon the cabin floor, and was 
burled to the Jeewaid like a log by a heavy roll of the brig. 
Of the remaining seven, there were but three wdio bail at first 
any degree of presence of mind. The f«»nr others sat for some 
time rooted apparently to the floor—the most pitiable objects 
of horror and utter despair my eyes ever encountered. The 
only opposition wo experienced at all was from the cook, John 
Hunt, and Ifichard Paiker, but they mado but a feeble and 
Srrefcohxte defence. The two former wero shot inr.tantly by 
Peters, «end 1 felled Parker with a blow on the head from the 
^ pump-handle which I had brought with mo. In the meantime, 
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Augustus seized one of the 1 muskets lying on the floor, and 

shot another millinerj {-Wilson) through the breast. Thera 

were now but thioe remaining; but by this time they had 
become aroused from their lethargy, and perhaps began to see 
that a deception had boon practised upon them, for they fought 
with great resolution and fury, and, but for the immense mus- 
culdr strength of LVteis, might have ultimately got the better 

of us. The«o three men wero - Jones,-(freely, and 

Absalom Hides. Jones had thrown Augustus on the floor, 
stabbed him in several places along tlit* light arm, and would 
no doubt ha\e soon despatched him (as neither Peters nor 
myself could immediately gut rid of our own antagonists), had 
it not been for the timely aid of a friend, upon who<*c assistance 
we surely had never depended. This fuend was no other than 
Tiger. With a low growl, he bounded into the cabin, at a 
most critical moment for Augustus., and thtowing himself upon 
Jones, pinned him to the floor in an instant. My friend, how¬ 
ever, was now too lunch injured to render us any aid whatever, 
sind I was so encumbered with my disguise that 1 could do but 
littlo. The dog would not leave his hold upon the throat of 
Jones—Peters, nevertheless, was far more than a match for 
the two men who remained, and would no doubt have de¬ 
spatched them sooner had it not been for the narrow space ill 
which he had to act, and the tromondoiu lurches of the vessel. 
Presently he was enabled to gt t hold ot a heavy stool, several 
of which lay about the floor. With this he beat out the brains 
of Gruely us he was in tin* act of discharging a musket at me, 
and immediately afterwards a roll of the oiig throwing him in 
contact with Hicks, lie seized him by the throat, and by dint 
of sheer strength, strangled him instantaneously. Thns, in 
far less time than I have taken to tell it, we found ourselves 
masters of the hiig. 

The only person of our opponents who was left alive was 
Kichard Parker. This man, it will be remembered, I bad 
knocked down with a blow from the pump-handle at the com¬ 
mencement of the attack. He now lay motionless *by the 
door of the shattered state-room; bat upon Peters touching 



AUTjtm aoMM# pym. m 

him with his foot he spoke, and* entreated for mercy. His 
head was only slightly cut, and otherwise he had received no 
injury, having been merely stunned by the blow. Ho now 
got up, and for the present vo secured Jus hands behind his 
back. The dog was still giowling over Jones, but upon 
examination we found him completely dead, the blood issuing 
in a stream from a deep wound in the throat, inflicted no 
doubt by the sharp teeth of the animal. 

It was now about one o’clock in tin* morning, and the wind 
was still blowing tremendously. The brig evidently laboured 
much more than usual, and it became absolutely in ec&sary that 
something should be done with a view of easing her in some 
measure. At almost every roll to leeward she shipped a sea, 
several of which came partially down into the cabin dining our 
sculHo, the hatchway Inning been Jett open by myself when 1 
descended. The entire range of bulwarks to larboard had bo< n 
swept away, as well as the caboose, together with the jolly-boat 
from the counter, The creaking and working of the main¬ 
mast, too, ga\o indication that it was neatly spuing. To make 
room for moic stowage in the after hold, the heel of this mast 
had been stepped between decks (a very ivpi ehensible pi uctiec, 
occasionally resorted to by ignorant shipbuilders), so that it 
was in imminent < Linger of working from its step, llut, to 
crown all our difficulties, we plum mod the well and found no 
less than seven feet water. 

Leaving the bodies of the crew lying in the cabin, we got to 
work immediately at the pumps—Parker, of course, being set 
at liberty to assist us in the labour. Augustus's arm was bound 
Up as well as wo could died it, and lie did what ho could, but 
that was not much. However, we found that wo could just 
manage to keep the leak from gaining upon us by having one 
pump constantly going. As there werc^ only four of us, this 
was severe labour; but we endeavoured to keep up our spirits, 
and looked anxiously for daybreak, when we hoped to lighten 
the brig by cutting away the mainmast. 

In this manner we passed a night of terrible anxiety and 
fatigue, and, when the day at length broke, the gale bad 
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neither abated in the least, nor wore there any signs of its 
abating. Wo now dragged the bodies on deck and threw 
th* m ovcihoaid. Our next r.ue w as to get rid of til© main* 
mast The necessuy preparations having been made, Peters 
cut nvv.iv .it tin* matt (having found axes in the cabin), while 
tlu* 11 ^t of 11*1 stood by tire &ta)s and lanyards. As the brig 
gave a tremendous lco lurch, the word was given to cut away 
tlu* weather Lui)ards; which being done, the wfiole mass pf 
wood and rurging plunged into the sea clear of the brig, and 
without doing any material injury. We now found that the 
vessel did not 1 tboui quite us much a* before, but our situation 
was still cxctednudy precarious and. m spite of the utmost 
exertions, wt tould not cam upon tlu b ak without the aid of 
both pumps Tiie little asMstunci whnh \ugiishis could render 
ns was not really of any importance To add to out distress, 
a heavy sea, sinking the brig to wind waul, tlmw her off 
several points fioru the wind, and before she could legain her 
position another broke completely over her, and hurled her 
full upon hei beam cuds. The ballast now shifted in a mam 
to leu ward (the stowage had been knocking about perfectly at 
random lor some time), and for a low moments we thought 
nothing could save us from capsizing, l’rigently, however, we 
partially lighted, but tire ballast still retaining its place to 
larboard, wo lay so much along that it w as useless to think of 
working the pumps, which, indeed, we could not have done 
much longer in any case, as our hands w ere c utirely raw with 
the excessive labour vie had undergone, and were bleeding in 
the most horrible manner. 

Contrary to Parker’s advice, wo now proceeded to cut away 
th^i ore mast, and at length accomplished it alter much difficulty, 
owing to the position in which we lay. In going overboard, tho 
wreck took with it tlu* bowsprit, and left us a complete hulk. 

So far we had had reason to rejoice in the escape of our long¬ 
boat, which had received no damage from any of the huge Boas 
which had come on hoard. But we had not long to congratulate 
ourselves; for, the foremast hav mg gone, and of course tho 
foresail with it, by which the brig had been steadied every 
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«ea now made a complete broach over ns, and in five minutes 
OUT deck was swept from stem to atom, the long-boat and 
Starboard bulwarks torn off, and even the windlass shattered 
into fragments. It was indeed baldly possible for us to l>e in 
a more pitiable condition. 

At noon there ‘-oemed to be some slight appearance of the 
gale’s abating, but in this we were sadly disappointed, for it 
only lulled *for a few minutes to blow witli ledoubled fury. 
Aliout four in the afternoon it was utterly impossible to stand 
up against the violence of the blast: and as the night closed 
in upon us, I bail not a shadow of hopo that the vessel would 
bold together until morning. 

By midnight we had settled very deep in the water, which 
was now up to the oilop deck. The rudder went soon after- 
awards, the sea which tore it away lifting the after portion of 
the brig entirely fiom the water, against which sho thumped 
in her descent with such a concussion as would bo occasioned 
by going ashore. We had all cab u In let] that tho 1 udder 
would hold itb own to the last, as it was unusually strong, 
being rigged as I ha\e never seen one ligged either before or 
since. Down its main timber there ran a succession of stout 
iron hooks, and others in the samo manner down the stern-post. 
Through these hooks there extended a very thiek wrought-iron 
rod, the rudder being thus held to the stern-post, and swinging 
freely on the rod. The tremendous force of the sea which tore it 
off may be estimate d by the fact that the hooks i n't he stern-post, 
* Which ran entirely through it, being clinched on tho inside, 
were drawn every one of them completely out of the solid wood. 

We had scarcely time to draw breath aftrr the violence oi 
this shock, when one of the most trimention-> waves I hud then 
'ever known broke right on board of us, sweeping the com¬ 
panion-way clear off, bursting in the hatchways, and filling 
WWmr inch of the vessel with water. 
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CHAPTER TX. 

Luckily, just before night, all lour of us had lashed ourselves 
firmly to the fragments of the windlass, lying in this manner 
as flat upon the deck as possible. This precaution .alone saved 
us from destruction. As it was, we were all more or less 
stunned by the immense weight of water which tumbled upon 
us, and which did not roll from above us until we were nearly 
exhausted. As soon as I could recover breath, T called aloud 
to my companions. Augustus alone replied, saying, “It is all 
over with us, and may Cod have mercy upon our souls.” By . 
and by both the others were enabled to speak, when they 
exhorted us to take courage, as there was still hope ; it being 
impossible from the nature of the cargo that the brig could go 
down, and there being every chance that the gale would blow 
over by the morning. These words inspired me with new life; 
for, strange as it may seem, although it was obvious that a 
vessel with a cargo of empty oil-casks would not sink, I had 
been hitherto so confused in mind as to have overlooked this 
consideration altogether, and the danger which I had for some 
time regarded as the most imminent was that of foundering. As 
hope revived within me, I made use of every opportunity to 
strengthen the hashings which held me to the. remains of the 
windlass, and in this occupation I soon discovered that my 
companions were also busy. The night was as dark as it Could 
possibly be, and the horrible shrieking din and confusion which 
surrounded us it is useless to attempt describing. Our deck 
lay level with the sea, or rather we were encircled with a 
towering ridge of foam, a portion of which swept over us 
every instant. It is not too much to say that our heads were 
not fairly out of water more than one second in three. Al¬ 
though we lay close together, no one of ns could sec the other, 
or indeed any portion of the brig itself upon which* we weire 
so tempestuously hurled about At intervals wo called otic to 
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the other, thus endeavouring to keep alive hope, and render 
consolation and encouragement to such of us as stood most in 
need of it. The feeble condition of Augustus made him an 
object of solicitude with us all; and as, from the lacerated 
condition of his right arm, it must have been impossible for 
him to secure his lashings with any degree of firmness wo 
were in momentary execution of finding that lie had gone 
overboard/yet to render him aid was a tiling altogether out of 
the question. Fortunately, his station was more secure than 
that of any of the rest of us; for the upper part of his hody 
lying just beneath a jiortiou of the shattered windlass, the sens 
as they tumbled in upon him were greatly broken in their 
violence. In any other situation titan this (into which he had 
been accidentally thrown after having lashed himself in a very 
exposed spot) he mu*t inevitably have perished before morning. 
Owing to the brig’s lying so much along, we were all less liable 
to bo washed off than otherwise would have been the case. 
The heel, as I have before stated, was to larboard, about one- 
half of the deck being constantly under water. Tho seas 
therefore which struck us to starboard were much broken by 
the vessel's side, only reaching us in fragments as we lay flat 
on our faces, while those which came from larboard, being 
what are called back-water seas, and obtaining little hold upon 
us on account of our posture, had not sufficient force to drug 
us from our fastenings. 

In this frightful situation we lay until the day broke so as, 
/to show ub more fully the horrors which surrounded uh. Tho 

• brig was a mere log, rolling about at the mercy of every wave; 
the gale was upon the increase if anything, blowing indeed 

w a complete hurricane, and there appeared to us no earthly 
prospect of deliverance. For several hours we held on in 
silence, expecting every moment that our lashings would 
' either give way, that the remains of the windlass would go by 
the hoard, or that some of the huge seas which roared in every 
.direction around us and above us would drive the hoik so far 

beneatlf the Water that we should be drowned before it could 

*■’ v , « 

# regain the surface. By the mercy of Clod, however, we were 
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preserved from these imminent dangers*, and about midday 
were cheered by the light of the blessed mhi. Shortly 
afterwards we could perceive a sensible diminution in the 
force <>f the wind, when, now tor the first time since the latter 
part of the* evening before, Augustus spoke, asking Peter** 
who lay < lowest to him, if lie thought there was any possibility 
of our being saved. As no reply was at first made to this 
question, we all concluded tint the hybrid had been drowned 
w'hero he lay; but presently, to our great joy, he spoke, 
although very f< ehh, sa)ing that he w.vs in grort pain, being 
so cut by the tightness of his lashings across the stomach, that 
lie must either hud means of loosening them or perisfi, as it 
wso impo^ihh that he could endure his misery much longer. 
Tins occasioned ih great distress, as it was altogether useless 
to think of aiding him in any manner while the sea continued 
washing o\ir us as it did. We exhorted lnm to bear his 
sutler mg'* with fortitude, and promised to wire tho first 
opportunity which should idler itself to relievo him. Ho 
leplied that it would soon bo too late*, that it would be all 
over with him before we could help him ; and then, after 
moaning for some minute's, lav silent, when we < (included that 
he had perished. 

As the enuring drew on, tho sea had fallen so much that 
seal cel\ more than one wan* broke over tho hulk from 
wmdw.itd m the course of five minutes, and tho wind had 
abated a great deal, although still blowing a severe gale. I 
lnd not heard any of my companions speak for hours, and now 
cdled to Augustus. He replied, although very feebly, so that 
I could not distinguish what he said. I then s]>oko to Peter* 
ami to Parker, neither ot whom r« turned any answer. 

Shortly after this period I fell into a state of partial 
insensibility, during which the most pleasing images floated 
in my imagination; such as green tries, waving meadow* of 
ripe grain, proiessiom* of dancing-girls, troops of cavalry* and 
other phantasies. I iiqw renumber that in all which passed 
before my mind's eve, motion w as a predominant idea, Thug 
I never fancied any stationary object, such as a house* a 
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mountain, or anything of that.kind, but windmills, ships, largo 
birds, balloons, people on horseback, carriages driving furiously, 
and similar moving objects presented themselves in endless 
succession. When I recovered from this state, the sun was, 
as near as I could guess, an hour high. I had. the greatest 
difficulty in bringing to recollection the various circumstances 
, connected with my situation, and for some tinio remained 
firmly conduced that I was still in the hold of the brig, near 
the box, and that the hotly of I’arkor was that of Tiger. 

When I at length completely came to my senses, I found 
that the wind blew no more than a moderate breeze, and that 
the sea was comparatively calm, so much so that it only 
washed over the brig amidships. My left arm had broken 
loose from its lashings, and was much cut about the ‘elbow; 
toy right was entirely benumbed, and the hand and wrist 
swollen prodigiously by the pressure of the rope, which hail 
worked from the shoulder downward. I was also in great 
pain from another rope which went about, my waist, and had 
been drawn to an insufferable degree of tightness. Looking 
' round upon my companions, l saw that Peters still lived, 
although a thick line was pulled so forcibly around his loins 
as to give him the appearance of being cut nearly in two; as I 
stirred ho made a feeble motion to me with his hand, pointing 
tft the rope. Augustus gave no indication of life whatever, 
and was bent nearly double across a splinter of the windlass. 
Parker spoke to mo when he saw me moving, and asked me if 
*1 had not sufficient strength to release him from his situation, 
saying, that if I would summon up what spirits I could, and 
contrive to untie him, we might yet save our lives, but that 
'Otherwise we must all perish. I told him to take courage and 
X would endeavour to free him. Feeling in my pantaloons 
I got hold of my penknife, and, after several ineffectual 
fhitemptfl, at length succeeded in opening it. I then, with my 
hand, managed to free my right from its fastenings, and 
aftserwaiHis cut the other ropes which held me. Upon attempt¬ 
ing, howtver, to movo from my position, I found that rfty legs 
failed me altogether, and that I could not get up, neither could 
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I move my right arm in any direction. Upon mentioning 
this to Parker, he advised me to lie quiet for a few minutes, 
holding on to the windlass with my left hand, bo as to allow 
time for the blood to circulate. Doing this, the numbness 
presently began to die away, so that I could move first one of 
my legs and then the other, and shortly afterwards I regained 
the partial use of my right arm. I now crawled with great 
cautiou towards Parker without getting on my legS, and soon 
cut loose all the lashings about him, when, after a short delay, 
ho also recovered the partial use of his limbs. We now lost 
no tirno in getting loose the rope from Peters. It had cut a 
deep gash through the waistbaud of his woollen pantaloons and 
through two shirts, and made its way into Ids groin, from 
which the blood ilowed out copiously as we removed the 
cordage. No sooner had we removed it, however, than he 
spoke, and seemed to experience instant relief—being able to 
move with much greater case than either Parker or myself— 
this was no doubt owing to the discharge of Mood. 

We had little hope that Augustus would recover, as he 
evinced no signs of life, hut, upon getting to him, we dis¬ 
covered that ho had merely swooned from logs of blood, the 
bandages we had placed around his wounded arm having been 
torn off by the water; none, of the ropes which held him to 
the windlass were drawn sulliciently tight to occasion his 
death. Having relieved him from the fastenings, and got him 
clear of the broken wood about the windlass, we secured him 
iu a dry place to windward, with his head somewhat lower 
than his body, and all three of us busied ourselves in chafing 
his limbs. In about half an hour he came to himself, although 
it w«s not until the next morning that he gave signs of re¬ 
cognising any of us, or had sufficient strength to speak. By 
the time we hod thus got clear of our lashings it was quite 
dark, and it began to cloud up, so that we were again in the 
greatest agony lest it should come on to blow hard, in which 
event nothing could have saved us from perishing, exhausted 
as we were. By good fortune it continued very moderate 
during the night, the sea subsiding every minute, which g&ve 
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us great hopes of ultimate preservation. A gentle breeze still 
blew from tho N.W., but the weather was not at all coM. 
Augustus was lashed carefully to windward in such a manner 
as to prevent him from slipping overboard with the rolls of the 
vessel, as he was still too weak to hold un at all. For our¬ 
selves there was no such necessity. Wo sat close together, 
supporting each other with the aid of the broken ropes about 
the windlass, and devising methods of escape from our frightful 
situation. Wo derived much comfort from taking off our 
clothes and ringing the water from them. When wo put 
them on after this they felt remarkably warm and pleasant, 
and served to invigorate us iu no little degree. Wo helped 
Augustus off with his, and wrung them for him, when ho 
experienced the same comfort. 

Our chief sufferings wore now those of hunger and thirst, 
and when we looked forward to the means of relief in tin's 
respect our hearts sunk within us, and wo were induced to 
regret that we had escaped the less dreadful perils of the sea. 
We endeavoured, however, to console ourselves with the hope 
of being speedily picked up by some vessel, and encouraged 
each other to bear with fortitude the evils that might happen. 

The morning of the fourteenth at length dawned, ami tho 
weather still continued clear and pleasant, with a steady but 
very light breeze from the N.W. The sea was now quite 
smooth, and as, from some cause which we could not deter¬ 
mine, the brig did not lie so much along as she had done 
before, the deck was comparatively drv, and we could move 
about with freedom. We had now been better than three 
entire days and nights without either food or drink, and it 
became absolutely necessary that we should make an attempt 
to get up something from below. As the brig was completely 
full of water we went to this work dcspondingly, and with 
but little expectation of being able to obtain anything. We 
made a kind of drag by driving some nails which we broke 
out from the remains of the companion-hatch into two pieces 
ol,woods, Tying these across each other, and fastening them 
to the end of a rope, we threw them into the cabin, and dragged 
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them to and fro in the faint hope of being thus able to entangle 
gome article which might be of use to us for food, or which 
might at least Hinder us assistance in getting it. We spent 
the greater pait of the morning in this labour without offect, 
fishing up nothing more than a few bedclothes which were 
readily caught by the nails. Indeed, our contrivance was so 
very clumsy that any greater success was hardly to be anti¬ 
cipated. * 

Wo now tried tho forecastle, but equally in vain, and were 
upon the brink of despair, when Peters proposed that we 
should fasten a ropo to his body, and let him make an attempt 
to get up something by diving into the cabin. This proposi¬ 
tion we hailed with all tin* delight which reviving hope could 
inspire. He proceeded immediately to strip olf his clothes 
with the exception of hu» pantaloons; and a strong rope was 
then carefully fattened around his middle, being In ought up 
over liis shoulders in such a manner that there was no pos¬ 
sibility of its slipping. The undertaking was one of groat 
difficulty and danger; for, as we could hardly expect to find 
much, if any, pro\ i.sion in the cabin itself, it was necessary that 
the diver, after letting himself down, should make a turn to 
the right, and proceed under water a distance of ten or twelve 
feet, in a narrow passage, to tho storeroom, and return with¬ 
out drawing breath. 

Everything being ready, Peters now descended into the 
cabin, going down the companion-ladder until tho water 
reached his chin. He then plunged in, head first, turning to 
the right as he plunged, and endeavouring to make his way to 
tho storeroom. In this firt>t attempt, however, he was alto¬ 
gether unsuccessful. In less than half a minute after his going 
down wo felt the rope jorked violently (the signal we had 
agreed upon when ho desired to be drawn up). We accord¬ 
ingly drew him up instantly, but so incautiously as to bruise 
him badly against the ladder, lie had brought nothing with 
him, and had been un&blo to penetrate more than a very little 
way into the passage, owing to the constant exertions he foUtyd 
it necessary to make in order to keep himself from floating up 
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against the deck. Upon getting out, he was very much ex¬ 
hausted, and had to rest full fifteen minutes before he could 
again venture to descend. 

The second attempt met with even worse success; for he 
remained so long under water without giving the signal, that, 
becoming alarmed for his safety, we drew him out without it, 
and found that he was almost at the last gasp, having, as he 
said, repe.ftedly jerked at the rope without our feeling it. This 
was probably owing to a portion of it having become entangled 
in the balustrade at the foot of the ladder. This balustrade 
was, indeed, so much in the way that we determined to remove 
it if possible before proceeding with our design. As wo had 
no means of getting it away except by main force, wo all 
descended into the water as far as we could on the ladder, and 
giving a pull against it villi our united strength, succeeded in 
breaking it down. 

The third attempt was equally unsuccessful with the first 
two, and it now became evident that nothing could be done 
in this manner without the aid of some weight with which the 
diver might steady himself, and keep to the floor of the cabin 
while making his search. For a long time we looked about in 
vain for something which might answer this purpose, hut at 
length to our great joy we discovered one of the weather-fore- 
chains so loose that we had not the least difficulty in wrenching 
it off. Having fastened this securely to onp of his ankle*, 
Peters now made his fourth descent into the cabin, and this 
lime succeeded in making his way to the door of the steward’s 
room. To his inexpressible grief, however, he found it locked, 
and was obliged to return without effecting an entrance, as, 
with the greatest exertion, he could remain under water not 
more) at the utmost extent, than a single minuto. Our affairs 
HOW looked gloomy indeed, and neither Augustus nor myself 
could refrain from bursting into tears, as we thought of the 
host of difficulties which encompassed us, and the slight pro¬ 
bability which existed of our finally making an escape. But 
this weakness was not of long duration. Throwing ourselves 
on our knees to God, we implored His aid in the many dangers 
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■which besot us, and arose with renewed hope and vigour to 
think what could jet be done by mortal means towards accom¬ 
plishing our <h Iterance. 


CHAPTEK X. 

ShoutTjV afterwards an incident occurred whit h 1 am inducod 
to look upon as more intc»isely productive of emotion, as far 
more replete* with the extiernes first of delight ami then of 
honor, than even any of the thousand chances which afterwards 
befell me in nine long years, crowded with events of the most 
Shu (ling, and. in many cn^es, of the most unconceived and 
um onceivable character. We were lying on the deck, near 
the companion way, and debating the possibility of yet making 
our way into the storeroom, when, looking towaids Augustus, 
who lay fronting myself, l perceived that he had become all at 
onco <h sully pale, and that hi* lips were quivering in the most 
singular and unaccountable mamicr. Greatly alarmed, I spoke 
to bins, but he made me no reply, and I was beginning to 
think that he was suddenly taken ill, when 1 took notice of 
his eyes, which were glaring apparently at some object behind 
mo. I turned my head, and shall never forget the ecstatic joy 
which thrilled thiough <vcry paiticle of my frame when I 
percoived a, large brig lunring down upon u«, and not more 
than a couple of miles off. I sprang to my feet as if a musket 
bullvt bad suddenly struck me to the heart; and, stretching 
out my arms in the direction of the vessel, stood in this 
maimer, motionless, and unable to articulate a syllable. Peters 
and Parker were equally affected, although in different ways. 
The former danced about the deck like a madman, uttering the 
most extravagant rhodomontadcs, intermingled with howls end 
imprecations, while the latter burst into tears, and cctotimted 
for many minutes weeping like a child. 
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• 1 

The vessel in Bight was a large hermaphrodite brig, of a 
Butch build, and painted blade, with a tawdry gilt ligurebead. 
She had evidently scon a good deal of rough weather, and we 
Supposed had suffeicd much in the gale which had proved so 
disastrous to onrselvts, foi her foretojuna^l was gone, and some 
of her starboard bulwarks. When wo first saw her she was, 
as I have already said, about two miles off and to windward, 
bearing dtown upon us. The breeze was \cry gontlo, and 
what astonished us chiefly was that she had no other Bails set 
than her foresail and mainsail, w ith a Hying jib—of course she 
came down but slowly, and our impatience amounted nearly 
to frenzy. Thcawhwnid manner in which she steered, too, 
was remarked by all of us, even excited as wo were. She 
yawed about so considerably, that once or twice we thought 
it impossible she could ws? us, or imagined that, having seen us, 
and discovered no poison on board, hho was about to tack and 
make off in another direction. Upon each of these occasions wo 
screamed and shouted at the top of our voices, when the stranger 
would appear to change for a moment lior intention, and again 
hold on towards ns—this singular conduit being repeated two 
or three times, so that at last we could think of no other 
manner of accounting for it than by supposing the helmsman 
to bo in liquor. 

No person was seen upon her decks until sho arrived within 
about a quarter of a mile of us. We then saw three seamen, 
whom by their dress we took to be Hollanders. Two of these 
were lying on some old sails near the fruecastle, and the third, 
who appeared to 1 k> looking at us with great curiosity, was 
leaning over tho starboard bow near the bowsprit. This last 
was a stout and tall man, with a very dark skin. Ho seemed 
by his manner to be encouraging ub to have patience, nodding 
to us in a cheerful although rather odd way, and smiling con* 
stantly, so as to display a set of the most brilliantly white 
teeth. As his vessel drew nearer, we saw a red flannel cap 
Which he had on fall from his head into the water, but. of 
this he* took little or no notice, continuing his odd smiles 
and gesticulations. I relate these things and circumstances 
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minutely, and I relate them, it must f be understood, precisely 
as they appeared to us. 

The brig came on slowly, and now more steadily than before, 
and—I cannot speak calmly of this event—our hearts leaped 
up wildly w ithin us, and we poured out our whole souls in 
shouts and thanksgivings to God for the complete, unexpected, 
and glorious deliverance that was so palpably at hand. Of a 
suddon, and all at once, there came wafted over the * rean from 
the strange vessel (which was now close upon us) a smell, a 
stench, such uh the wholo world has no name for—no concep¬ 
tion of—hellish—utterly suffocating—insufferable, inconceiv¬ 
able. I gasped for breath, and turning to my companions 
perceived that they were paler than marble. But we had now 
no time left for question or surmise—the brig was within fifty 
feet of us, and it scorned to bo her intention to run under our 
counter, that wo might board her without her puttiug out a 
boat. We rushed aft, when, suddenly, a wide yaw threw her 
off full five or six points from the course she had been running, 
and as she passed under our stern at the distance of about 
twenty feet we had a full view of her decks. Shall I ever 
forget the triple horror of that spectacle? Twenty-five or 
thirty human bodies, among whom were several females, lay 
scattered about between the counter and the galley in the last 
and most loathsome state of putrefaction. We plainly saw 
that not a soul lived in that fated vessel! Yet we could not 
help shouting to the dead for help 1 Yes, long and loudly did 
we beg, in the agony of the moment, that those silent and dis¬ 
gusting images would stay for us, would not abandon us to 
become like them, would receive us among their goodly com¬ 
pany! We were raving with horror and despair—thoroughly 
mad through the anguish of our grievous disappointment. 

As our first loud yell of terror broke forth it was replied to 
by something from near the bowsprit of the stranger, so closely 
resembling the scream of a human voice that the nicest ear 
might have been startled and deceived. At this Instant 
another sudden yaw brought the region of the forecastle for a 
moment into view, and wo beheld at once the origin %>f the 
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sound. We saw the tall ftout figure still leaning on the bulwark, 
and still nodding his head to and fro, but his face was now 
turned from us so that wc could not behold it. His anus were 
extended over tho rail, and the palms of his hands fell outward. 
His knees were lodged upon a stout rope, tightly stretched, 
and reaching from the heel of the bowsprit to a cathead. On 
his back, from which a portion of the shirt had been torn, 
leaving it#bare, there sat a huge sea-gull, busily gorging itself 
with the horrible flesh, its bill and talons deep buried, aud its 
white plumage spattnod all over uith blood. As tho brig 
moved farther round so as to bring us close in view, the bird, 
with much apparent diificulty, drew out its crimsoned head, 
and, after ejeing us for a moment as if stupefied, arose lazily 
from tho body upon which it had been feasting, and flying 
directly above our deck hovered there a while with a portion of 
clotted and liv or like substance in its beak. Tho horrid morsel 
dropped at length a\ ith a sullen splash immediately at the feet 
of Parker. May God forgive me, but now, for the first time, 
there flashed through my mind a thought, a thought which l 
will not mention, and 1 felt myself making a step towards the 
ensanguined spot. I looked upward, and the eyes of Augustus 
met my own with a degree of intense and eager meaning which 
immediately hi ought mo to my senses. I sprang forward 
quickly, and with a deep shudder threw tho frightful thing into 
the sea. 

Tho body from which it had been taken, resting as it did 
Upon the rope, had been easily swayed to and fro by the 
exertions of tho carnivorous bird, and it was this motion which 
had at first impressed us with the belief of its being alive. As 
'the gull relieved it of its weight, it swung round and fell 
partially over, so that the face was fully discovered. Never, 
surely, was any object so terribly full of awo 1 Tho eyes were 
gone, and the whole flesh around the mouth, leaving tho teeth 
Utterly naked. This, then, was the smile which had cheered 
us on to hope! this the— but I forbear. The brig, as I have 
already .told, passed under our stern, and made its way slowly 
but steadily to leeward. With her and with her terrible crew 
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went all our gay visions of deliverance and joy. Deliberately as 
Bhe went by, we might possibly have found moans of boarding 
her, had not our sudden disappointment, and the appalling 
nature of tho discovery which accompanied it, laid entirely 
prostrate every active faculty of mind and body. W© had 
seen and felt, but we could neither think nor act until, alas! 
too late. How much our intellects had been weakened by this 
incident may bo estimated by the fact that wlien'the vessel 
had proceeded so far that we could perceive no more than tho 
half of her hull, the proposition was seriously entertained of 
attempting to overtake her by swimming! 

J have since this period vainly endeavoured to obtain some 
clue to the hideous uncertainty which enveloped the fate of 
the stranger. Her buikl and general appearance, as I have 
before stated, led us to the belief that she was a Dutch trader, 
and the dlosses of the crew also sustained this opinion. We 
might have easily seen the name upon her stern, and indeed 
takon other observations which would have guided us in making 
out her character, hut the intense excitement of the moment 
blinded us to everything of that nature. From the saffron* 
like hue of such of the corpses as were not entirely decayed, 
wc concluded that the whole of her company had perished by 
the yellow fever, or some other virulent disease of the same 
fearful kind. If such were the case (and I know r not what else 
to imagine), death, to judge from the positions of the bodies, 
must have come upon them in a maimer awfully sudden and 
overwhelming, in a way totally distinct from that which gene* 
rally characterizes even the most deadly pestilences with which 
mankind are acquainted. It is possible, indeed, that poisoq, 
accidentally introduced into some of their sea-stores, may have 
brought about the disaster; or that the eating some unknown 
venomous species of fish, or oilier marine animal, or oceanic 
bird, might have induced it—but it is utterly useless to form 
conjectures where all is involved, and will, no doubt, remain 
for ever involved in the most appalling and unfathomable 
mystery. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

We spent the remainder of the day in a condition of stupid 
lethargy, gazing after the retreating vessel until the darkness, 
hiding heif from our sight, recalled us iu some measure to oar 
senses. The pangs of hunger and thirst then returned, ab¬ 
sorbing all other cares and considerations. Nothing, however, 
could bo done until the morning, and securing ourselves as well 
as possible, wc endeavoured to snatch a little repose. In this 
I succeeded beyond my expectations, sleeping until my com¬ 
panions, who had not been so fortunate, aroused me at daybreak 
to renew our attempts at getting up provision from the hull. 

It was now a dead cahn, with the sea as smooth as I have 
ever Jknown it—the weather warm and pleasant. The brig was 
out of sight. Wo commenced our operations by wrenching off, 
with some trouble, another of the forechains, and having fastened 
both to Peters’ feet, he again made an endeavour to reach the 
door of the storeroom, thinking it possible that he might be 
able to force it open, provided lie could get at it in sufficient 
time; and this he hoped to do, as the hulk lay much more 
steadily than before. 

He succeeded very quickly in reaching pie door, when, 
loosening one of the chains from his ankle, he made every 
exertion to force a passage with it, but iu vain, the framework 
of the room being far stronger than was anticipated. He was 
quite exhausted with his long stay under water, and it became 
absolutely necessary that some other one of us should take 
his place. For this service Parker immediately volunteered; 
hut, after making three ineffectual efforts, found that he could 
never even succeed in getting near the door. The condition of 
Augustus’s wounded arm rendered it useless for him to attempt 
going down, as he would be unable to force the room open 
should 'he reach it, and it accordingly now devolved upon mo 
to exert myself for our common deliverance. 
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Peters had left one of the chains in the passage, and I founds 
upon plunging in, that I had not sufficient balance to keep me 
firmly down. I determined, therefore, to attempt no more in 
my first effort than merely to recover the other chain. In 
groping along the floor of the passage for this I felt a hard 
substance, which I immediately grasped, not having timo to 
ascertain what it was, but returning and ascending instantly to 
the surface. The prize proved to be a bottle, and ofir joy may 
bo conceived when 1 say that it was found to be full of port 
wine. Giving thanks to God for this timely and cheering 
assistance, we immediately drew the cork with my penknife, 
and, each taking a moderate sup, felt the most indescribable 
comfort from the warmth, strength, and spirits with which it 
inspired us. Wc then carefully recorked the bottle, and by 
means of a handkerchief swung it in such a manner that there 
was no possibility of its getting broken. x 

Having rested a while after this fortunate discovery, I again 
descended, and now r recovered the chain, with which I instantly 
came up. 1 then fastened it on and went down for the third 
time, when I became fully satisfied that no exertions wdiatever 
in that situation would enable me to force open the door of 
the storeroom. I therefore returned in despair. 

There seemed now to bo no longer any room for hope, and 
I could perceive in the countenances of my companions that 
they had made lip their minds to perish. The wine had evi¬ 
dently produced in them a species of delirium, which, perhaps, 
I had been prevented from feeling by the immersion I had 
undergone since drinking it. They talked incoherently, and 
about, matters unconnected with our condition, Peters repeatedly 
asking me questions about Nantucket. Augustus, too, I re¬ 
member, approached me with a serious air, and requested me 
to lend him a pocket-comb, as his hair was full of fish-scales, 
and he wished to get them out before going on shore. Parker 
appeared somewhat less affected, and urged me to dive at 
random into the cabin, and bring tip any article which might 
come to*hand. To this I consented, and in the first attempt, 
after staying under a full minute, brought up a small leather 
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trunk belonging to Captain Barnard. This was immediately 
opened, in the faint hope that it might contain something to 
jeat or drink. We found nothing, however, except a box of 
razors and two linen shirts. 1 now went down again, and* 
returned without any success. As my head came above water 
I heard a crash ou deck, and upon getting up saw that my 
companions had ungratefully taken advantage of my absence 
to drink tire remainder of the wine, having let the bottle fall 
in the endeavour to replaco it before I saw them. I remon¬ 
strated w ith them on the heartlessness of their conduct, when 
Augustus burst into tears. The other two endeavoured to 
laugh the matter off as a joko, but I hope never again to behold 
laughter of such a species : the distortion of countenance was 
absolutely frightful. Indeed, it was apparent that the stimulus, 
in the empty state of their stomachs, had taken instant and 
violent effect, and that they were all exceedingly intoxicated. 
With great difficulty I prevailed upon them to lie down, when 
they fell very soon into a heavy slumber, accompanied with 
loud stertorous breathing. 

I now found myself, as it were, alone in the brig, and my 
reflections, to be sure, were of the most fearful and gloomy 
nature. JTo prospect offered itself to my view but a lingering 
death by famine, or, at the best, by being overwhelmed in the 
first gale which should spring up ; for in our present exhausted 
condition we could have no hope of living through another. 

The gnawing hunger which I now experienced was nearly 
insupportable, and I felt myself capable of going to any lengths 
in order to appease it. With my knife I cut ofr a small portion 
of the leather trunk, and endeavoured to eat it, but fouud it 
utterly impossible to swallow a single morsel, although I fancied 
that some little alleviation of my suffering was obtained by 
chCwing small pieces of it and spitting them out. Towards 
night my companions awoke, one by one, each in an indescrib¬ 
able state of weakness and honor, brought on by the wine, 
whose fumes had now evaporated. They shook as if with a 
yiolent^ague, and uttered the most lamentable cries for water. 
Their condition affected mo in the most lively degree, at the 
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same time causing me to rejoice in tfte fortunate train of cir¬ 
cumstances which hail (prevented me from indulging in the 
wine, and consequently from sharing their melancholy and 
most distressing sensations. Their conduct, however, gave me 
great uneasiness and alarm, for it was evident that unless some 
favourable change took place they could afford me no assistance 
in providing for our common safety. 1 had not yet abandoned 
all idea of being able to get up something from below, but the 
attempt could not possibly be resumed until some one of them 
was sufficiently master of himself to aid me by holding the end 
of the rope while I went down. Parker appeared to be some¬ 
what more in possession of his senses than the others, and I 
endeavoured by every means in my power to arouse him. 
Thinking that a plunge in the sea-water might have a beneficial 
effect, I contrived to fasten the end of the rope around his 
body, and then, leading him to the companion-way (he remain¬ 
ing quite passive all the while), pushed him in, and immediately 
drew him out. 1 had good reason to congratulate myself upon 
having made this experiment, for ho appeared much revived 
and invigorated, and upon getting out adu'd me in a rational 
manner why l hud so served him. Having explained my 
object, he expressed himself indebted to me, and .said that 
ho felt greatly better from the immersion, afterward convers¬ 
ing sensibly upon our situation. We then resolved to treat 
Augustus and Peters in the same way, which we immediately 
did, when they both experienced much benefit from the shock. 
This idea of sudden immersion had been suggested to me by 
reading in some medical work the good effect of the shower-bath 
in a case where the patient was suffering from mania a potu. 

Folding that 1 could now trust my companions to hold the 
end of the rope, 1 again made three or four plunges into the. 
cabin, although it was now quite dark, and a gentle but lohg 
swell from the north ward rendered the hulk somewhat un¬ 
steady. In the course of these attempts I succeeded in bring¬ 
ing up two case-knives, a three-gallon jug, empty, and a blanket* 
but nothing which could serve us for food. I continued my 
efforts after getting these articles until 1 was completely 
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exhausted, but brought J up nothing else. During the night 
Parker and Peters occupied themselves by turns in the same 
manner; but nothing coming to hand, wo now gave up this 
attempt in despair, concluding that wo wore exhausting our¬ 
selves in vain. 


We passed the remainder of this night in a state of the most 
intense mental and bodily anguish that can possibly be imagined. 
The morning of the sixteenth at length dawned, and wo looked 
eagerly around the horizon for relief, but to no purpose. The 
sea was still smooth, with only a long swell from the north¬ 
ward, as on yesterday. This was the sixth day since wo lmd 
tasted either food or drink, with the exception of the bottle of 
port wine, and it was clear that wo could hold out but a very 
little while longer unless something could bo obtained. 1 
never saw before, nor wish to see again, human beings so 
utterly emaciated as Peters and Augustus. Had I mot them 
on shore in their present condition, I should not have, had the 
slightest suspicion that I hail ever beheld them. Their courn 
tenances were totally changed in character, so that I could not 
bring myself to Inliovo them really the same individuals with 
whom 1 had b**cn in company but a few days before. Parker, 
although badly reduced, and so feeble that he could not raise 
his head from his bosom, was not so far gone as the other two. 
He suffered with great patience, making no complaint, and 
endeavouring to inspire us with hope in every manner he could 
devise. For myself, although at the commencement of the 
voyage I had been in bad health, and was at all times of a 
delicate constitution, I suffered Jess than any of us, being much 
less reduced in frame, and retaining my powers of mind in a 
surprising degree while the rest were completely prostrated in 
intellect, and seemed to be brought to a species of second 
childhood, generally simpering in their expressions, with idiotic 
smiles, and uttering the most absurd platitudes. At intervals, 
however, they would appear to revive suddenly, as if inspired 
all at once with a consciousness of their condition, when they 
would spring upon their feet in a momentary flash of vigour, 
a$d speak, for a short period, of their prospects, in a manner 
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altogether rational, although full of Ino most intense despair. 

It is possible, however, that my companions may have enter* 
tained the same opinion of their own condition as I did of 
mine, and that 1 may have unwittingly been guilty of the 
same extravagances and imbecilities as themselves—this is a 
matter which cannot be determined. 

About noon Parker declared that he saw land off the lar¬ 
board quarter, ami it was with the utmost difficulty I could 
restrain him from plunging into the sea with the viow of 
swimming towards it. Peters and Augustus took little notice 
of what lie said, being apparently wrapped up in moody 
contemplation. Upon looking in the direction pointed out, 

I could not perceive the faintest appearance of the shore-— 
indeed, I was too well aware that wo were far from any 
land to indulge in a hope of that nature. Tt was a long time, 
nevertheless, before I could convince Parker of his mistake. 
Ho then burst into a llood of tears, weeping like a child, with 
loud crios and sobs, for two or three hours, when, becoming 
exhausted, bo fell asleep. 

Peters and Augustus now made several ineffectual efforts to 
swallow’ portions of the leather. I advised them to chew it 
and spit it out; but they were too excessively debilitated to 
be able to follow my advice. I continued to chew pieces of 
it at intervals, and found some relief from so doing; my chief 
distress was for water, and I was only prevented from taking 
a draught from the sea by remembering the horrible cons#> . 
quenees which thus have resulted to other? who were similarly 
situated with ourselves. 

The day wore on in this manner, when I suddenly discovered 
a sail to the eastward, and on our larboard bow. Site appeared 
to bo a large ship, and was coming nearly athwart us, being, 
probably twelve or fifteen miles distant. None of my com¬ 
panions had as yet discovered her, and I forbore to tell them 
of her for the present, lest we might again be disappointed of 
relief. At length, upon her getting nearer, I saw distinctly ,;: 
that she was heading immediately for us, with her light sails S' 
filled. I could now contain myself no longer, and pointed />, 
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out to my fellow-sufferers. They immediately sprang to their 
feet, again indulging in tho most extravagant demonstrations 
of joy, weeping, laughing in an idiotic manner, jumping, stamp- 
' ing upon the deck, tearing their hair, and praying and cursing 
by turns. I was so affected by their conduct, as well as by 
what I now considered a sure prospect of deliverance, that I 
could not refrain from joining iu with their madness, and gave 
way to tlift impulses of my gratitude and ecstasy by lying and 
rolling on the deck, clapping my hands, shouting, and other 
similar acts, until I was suddenly called to my recollection, 
and once mure to the extreme of human misery and despair, 
by perceiving the ship all at. once with her stern hilly pre¬ 
sented towards us, and steering in a direction nearly opposite 
to that in which 1 had at first perceived her. 

It was some time before 1 could induce my poor companions 
to believe that this sad reverse in our prospects had actually 
taken place. They replied to all my assertions with a stare 
and a gesture implying that they were not to he, deceived 
by such misrepresentations. The conduct of Augustus most 
sensibly affected me. In spite of all I could say or do to the 
contrary, he persisted in saying that the ship was rapidly 
nearing us, and in making preparations to go on board of her. 
Some sea-weed floating by the brig, ho maintained that it was 
the ship’s boat, and endeavoured to throw himself upon it, 
howling and shrieking in the most heartrending manner, when 
\ I forcibly restrained him from thus casting himself into the 
sea. 

Having become in some degree pacified, we continued to 
watch the ship until we finally lost sight of her, the weather 
becoming hazy, with a light breeze springing up. As soon as 
she was entirely gone, Parker turned suddenly towards me with 
■: a^ €^re8sion of countenance which made me shudder. There 
about him an air of self-possession which I had riot noticed 
in him until now, and before he opened his lips my heart 
‘ told me what he would say. He proposed, in a few words, 
that one of us should die to preserve the existence, of the 
others, .' ' ■' ‘ 
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CHAPTER XII. 

T had for some time past dwelt upon the prospect of our being 
reduced to this last horrible extremity, and had secretly made 
up my mind to suffer death iii any shape or under any circum- 
stances rather than resort to such a course. Nor was this resolu¬ 
tion in any decree weakened by the present intensity of hunger 
under which 1 laboured. The proposition had not been beard 
by either Peters or Augustus. I therefore, took Parker aside; 
and mentally praying to God for power to dissuade him from 
the horrible purpose he entertained, I expostulated with him 
for a long tirno, and in the most supplicating manner, begging 
him in the name of everything which ho held sacred, and 
urging him hy every species of argument which the extremity 
of tin* case suggested, to abandon the idea, and nob to mention 
it to either of the other two. 

Hu heard all J said without attempting to controvert any of 
my arguments, and 1 had begun to hope that lie would be pre¬ 
vailed upon to do as 1 desired. Put when 1 had ceased speaking, 
he muI that he knew very well all I had said was true, and 
that to resort to such a cour.-e was the mod horrible alterna¬ 
tive which could enter into the miml of man ; but that he had 
now held out as long as human nature could be sustained; that 
it was unnecessary for all to perish, when, by the death of one, 
it was possible, and even probable, that the rest might bo finally 
yrcMU-ved; adding that I might save myself the trouble of 
trying to turn him from his purpose, his mind having been 
thoroughly made up on the subject even before the appearance 
of the ship, and that only her heaving iu sight had prevented 
him from mentioning his intention at an earlier period. 

I now begged him, if he would not be prevailed upon to 
abandon his design, at least to defer it for uuother day, when 
some vessel might come to our relief; again reiterating every 
argument I could devise, and which I thought likely to have 
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influence with one of As rough nature. Ho said, in reply, 
that ho had not spoken until the very last possible moment j 
that he could exist no longer without sustenance of some kind; 
and that therefore in another day his suggestion would he too 
late, as regarded himself at least. 

Finding that he was not to be moved by anything I could 
say in a mild tone, I now assumed a different demeanour, and 
told him that he must be aware I had suffered less than any 
of us from our calamities ; that my health and strength, con¬ 
sequently, were at that moment far better than his own, or 
than that either of Peters or Augustus; in short, that I was 
in a condition to have my own way by force if I found it 
necessary; and that, if h*‘. attempted in any manner to 
acquaint the others with his bloody and cannibal designs, I 
would not hesitate to throw him into the sea. Upon this ho 
immediately seized me by the throat, and drawing a knife, 
made several iimfieuLual efforts to stab me in the stomach ; an 
atrocity which hit* excessive debility alone prevented him from 
accomplishing. In the meantime, being roused to a high pitch 
of anger, I forced him to the vessel's side, with the full inten¬ 
tion of throwing him overboard, lie was saved from this 
fate, however, by the interference of Peters, who now 
approached and separated us, asking the cause of the dis¬ 
turbance. This Parker told before I could find means in 
any manner to prevent him. „ 

The effect of his words was even more terrible than what I 
bad anticipated. Both Augustus aud Peters, who, it seems, 
bad long secretly entertained the same fearful idea which 
Parker had been merely the first to broach, joined with him 
Jn bis design, and insisted upon its immediately being curried 
Into effect. I had calculated that one at least of the two 
former would be found still possessed of sufficient strength of 
mind to side with myself in resisting any attempt to execute 
; «o dreadful a purpose; and with the aid of either one of them, 
1 had no fear of being able to prevent its accomplishment. 
Being disappointed in this expectation, it became absolutely 
: necessary that I should attend to my own safety, as a further 
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resistance on my part might possibly* be considered by tnefi Ip 
their frightful condition a sufficient excuse for refusing me fair 
play in tho tragedy that I knew 'would speedily be enacted# 

1 now told them 1 was willing to submit to the proposal* ' 
merely requesting a delay of about one hour, in order that tho 
fog which had gathered around us might haw; an opportunity 
of lifting, when it was possible that the ship wo had seen 
might he again in sight. After great difficulty I obtained from 
them a promise to wnit thus long; and, as 1 had anticipated 
(a breeze rapidly coming in), the fog lifted be fore the hour liad 
expired, when, no \esM*l appearing m sight, we piepared to 
draw lots. 

It is with extreme reluctance that I dwell upon the appal¬ 
ling scene which ensued; u scene which, with its minutest 
details, no after events have been able to efface in the slightest 
degree from my memory, ami whose stern recollection will 
embitter every future moment of my existence. Let me run 
over this portion of my narrative w till as much haste as tho 
nature of tho events to bo spoken of will permit. The only 
method wo could devise for the terrific lottery, in which wo 
were to take each a chance, was that of drawing straw's, 
Smallspluttersof wood were made to answer our purpose, and 
it was agreed that 1 should be tho holder. I retired to one end 
of the hulk, while my poor companions silently took up their 
station in the other with their backs turned towards me. The 
bitterest anxiety which 1 endured at any peri yd of this fearful 
drama was while 1 occupied myself in the arrangement of the 
lota. There are few conditions into which man cau possibly 
fall where lie will not feel a deep interest in the preservation 
of existence ; an interest momentarily increasing with tho 
frailness of the tonure by which that existence may be held. 
But now that the silent, definite, and stern nature of tho 
business in which 1 was engaged (so diiferent from the tumul- ' 
tuous dangers of the storm, or the gradually approaching - 
horrors of famine) allowed me to reflect on the fewr chaaotisT 
had of escaping the most appalling of deaths— a death for tho 4 
most appalling of purposes— every particle of that energy which 
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had so long buoyed mo* up departed like feathers before the 
Wind, leaving me a helpless prey to the most abject and pitiable 
terror, I could not, at first, even summon up sufficient strength 
to tear and fit together the small splinters of wood, my fingers 
absolutely refusing their office, and my knees knocking violently 
against each other. My mind ran over rapidly a thousand 
absurd projects by which to avoid becoming a partner in tho 
awful spe(filiation. I thought of falling on my knees to my com¬ 
panions, and entreating them to let me escape this necessity; 
of suddenly rushing upon them, and, by putting one of them to 
death, of ri ndering tho decision by lot useless—in short, of 
everything but of going through with the matter I had in hand. 
At last, alter wasting a long time in this imbecile conduct, I 
was recalled to my senses by the voice of Parker, who urged 
me to relieve them at unco from the terrible anxiety they were 
enduring. Even then I could not bring myself to arrange tho 
splintors upon the spot, but thought over every species of 
finesse by which I could trick some one of my fi How-sufferers 
to draw the short straw, ay it had been agreed that whoever 
drew tho shortest of four splinters from my hand was todio for 
tho preservation ot tho rest. Before any one condemn mo for 
this apparent heartlessncss, let him lx* placed in a situation 
precisely similar to ray own. 

At length delay was no longer possible, and, with a heart 
almost bursting from my lwsom, 1 advanced to the region of 
the forecastle, where my companions were a Waiting me. I 
held out my hand with the splinters, and Peters immediately 
drew. He was free— hit*, at least, was not tlm shortest; and 
there was now another chance against my escape. I summoned 
Up all my strength, and passed the lots to Augustus. He also 
drew immediately, and he also was free; and now, whether I 
should live or die, the chances were no more than precisely 
even. At this moment all the fivicencss of the tiger possessed 
'my bosom, and X felt towards my poor fellow-creature Parker 
the-most intense, the most diabolical hatred. But the feeling 
did uotflast; and at length, with a convulsive shudder, and 
dosed eyes, I held out the two remaining splinters towards 
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him. It was full five mi miles before lie coulcl summon resolu¬ 
tion to draw, during whirh period of heartrending suspense I 
never once opened my eyes. Presently one of the two lots 
was quickly drawn front my hand. The decision was then 
over, yet J knew not whether it was for me or against me. No 
one spoke, and still I dared not satisfy myself by looking ai> 
the splinter I held. Peters at length took me by the hand, 
and 1 forced myself to look up, when I immediately saw by the 
countenance of Parker that I was safe, and that he it was who 
had been doomed to sutler. Gasping for breath, I fell sense- 
less to the deck. 

I recovered from m v swoon in time to behold I he consumma* 

a/ 

tion of tin* tragedy in the death of him who had been chiefly 
instrumental in bringing it about, Ho made no resistance. 
whatever, and was stabbed in tie* back bv Peter*, when befell 
instantly dead. I muht not dwell upon the fearful repast which 
immediately ensued. Such things may be imagined, hut words 
have no power to impress the mind with the exquisite horror 
of thoir reality. Lot it sufliee to say that, having in some 
measure appeased the raging thirst which consumed ns by the 
blood of the victim, and having by common consent taken off 
the hands, feet, and head, throwing them, together with the 
entrails, into the sea, wo devoured the rest of the body, piece¬ 
meal, during the four ever memorable days of the seventeenth, 
eighteenth, nineteenth, and twentieth of the month. 

On the nineteenth, there coming on a sharp shower, which, 
lasted fifteen or twenty minutes, we contrived to catch some 
water by means of a sheet which had been fished up from the 
cabin by our drag just after the gale. The quantity we took 
in Jll did not amount to more than half a gallon; but evert this 
scanty allowance supplied us with comparative strength and 
hope. 

On the twenty-first we were again reduced to the last 
necessity. The weather still remained warm and pleashnt, 
with occasional fogs and light breezes, most usually /roffiN. 
toW. 

On the twenty-second, as we were sitting close huddled 
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together, gloomily revolving over our lamentable condition, 
there flashed through my mind all at onco an idea which 
inspired me with a bright gleam of hope. I remembered that, 
when the foremast had been cut away, Peters, being in the. 
windward chains, passed one of the axes into my hand, 
requesting me. to put it if possible in a place of security, and 
that a few minutes before the last heavy sea struck the brig 
and fillcd*her, I had taken this axe into the forecastle, and laid 
it in one of the larboard berths. I now thought it possible 
that, by getting at this axe. wo might cut through the deck 
over the storeroom, and thus readily supply ourselves with 
provisions. 

When 1 communicated this project to my companions, they 
uttered a fcehlo shout of joy, and we nil proceeded forthwith 
to the forecastle. The. difficulty of descending hero was greater 
than that of going down in the cabin, the opening being much 
smaller, for it will be remembered that the whole framework 
about the cabin companion - hatch had been carried .away, 
whereas the forecastle-way, being a simple hatch of only about 
three feet square, had remained uninjured. I did not hesitate, 
however, to attempt the descent.; and, a rope being fastened 
round my body us before, I plunged boldly in, feet foremost, 
made my way quickly to the berth, and, at the very first 
attempt, brought up the axe. It was hailed with the most 
ecstatic joy and triumph, and the case with igliich it had been 
obtained was regarded as an omen of our ultimate preserva¬ 
tion. 

Wo now commenced cutting at the deck with all the energy 
of rekindled hope, Peters and myself taking the axe, by turns, 
Augustus’s wounded arm not permitting him to aid us in any 
degree. As wo were still so feeble as to be scarcely able to 
stand unsupported, and could consequently work but a minute 
or two without resting, it soon became evident that many long 
hours would be requisite to accomplish our task—that is, to 
cut an opening sufficiently large to admit of a free access to the 
storeroom. This consideration, however, did not discourage 
US* and working all night by the light of the moon , we 
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succeeded in effecting our purpose by tfaybreak on the morning 
of the twenty-third. 

Peters now volunteered to go down, and having made all, v 
arrangements as before, he descended, and soon returned, 
bringing up with him a small jar, which to our great joy proved 
to he full of olives. Having shared these among us, and 
devoured them with the greatest avidity, wc proceeded to let 
him down again. This time, he succeeded beyond </ur utmost 
expectations, returning instantly with a large ham and a 
bottle of Madeira wine. Of the latter we each took a moderate 


sup, having learnt by experience the pernicious consequences , 
of indulging too freely. The liarn, except, about two pounds 
near the born*, was not in a condition to be eaten, having 
been entirely spoiled by the salt water. The sound part was 
divided among us. Peters and Augustus, not being able to 
restrain their appetite, swallowed theirs upon the instant, but 
I was more cautious, ami ate, but a small portion of mine, 
droading the thirst which I knew would ensue. We now 
rested'a while from our labours, which had been intolerably 


severe. 


By noon, feeling somewhat strengthened and refreshed, we 
again renewed our attempt at getting up provision, Peters and 
myself going down alternately, and always with more or less 
success until sundown. During this interval we had the good 
fortune to bring up altogether, four more small jars of olives, 
another ham. a carboy containing nearly three gallons 
excellent Cape Madeira wine, ami what gave us still mdre 
delight, a small tortoise of the Gallipago breed, several of which 
had been taken on hoard by Captain Barnard as the Gramjnts .. 
wa* leaving port, from the schooner Mari/ Pitts, just returned j 
from a sealing voyage in the Pacilic,. 

In a subsequent portion of this narrative I shall have frequent > 
occasion to mention this species of tortoise. It is found pritfe 
cipally, as most of my readers may know, in the group of island* 
called the GaHipagoa, which indeed derive their name from titer £ 
animal—‘the Spanish word Gallipago meaning a freshwater 
tern, pin. From the peculiarity of their shape and action, they' 
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have been sometimes called the elephant tortoise. They are 
frequently found of an enormous size. I have myself seen 
several which would weigh from twelve to fifteen hundred 
pounds, although I do not. remember that any navigator speaks 
of having seen them weighing more than eight hundred. Tlioir 
appearance is singular ami even disgusting. Their stops are 
very slow, measured, and heavy, their bodies being carried 
about a foot from the ground. Their nock is long and exceed¬ 
ingly slender; from eighteen inches to two feet is a very 
common length, and I killed one where the distance from the 
shoulder to the extremity of the head was no less than threo 
feet ten inches. The head has a striking resemblance to that 
of a serpent They can e xist, without food for an almost in¬ 
credible length of time, instance.; having been known whero 
they have Wen thrown into the hold of a vessel and lain two 
years without nourishment of any kind—being as fat and in 
every respect in as good order at tho expiration of the time as 
when they were first put in. In one particular these extra¬ 
ordinary animals bear a resemblance to the dromedary or camel 
of the desert. In a bag at the root of the neck they carry with 
them a constant supply of waiter. In some instances, upon 
► killing them after a full year’s deprivation of all nouri'dimcnt, 
09 much as three gallons of perfectly sweet and fresh water 
have been found in their bags. Their food is chiefly wild 
parsley and celery, with purskiin, sea-kelp, and prickly pears, 
Upon which hitter vegetable they thrive wonderfully, a great 
quantity of it being usually found on tho hillsides near the 
shore, wherever the animal itself is discovered. They are 
excellent and highly nutritions food, and have no doubt 
...been the means of preserving the lives of thousands of 
seamen employed in the whale-fishery and other pursuits in 
, the Pacific. 

^The one which wc had the good fortune to bring up from 
? tb& storeroom was not of a large size, weighing probably sixty- 
4 vb or seventy pounds. Jt was a female and in excellent 
■ condition, being exceedingly fat, and having more than a quart 
\ oflimpid and sweet water in its bag. This was indeed a 
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treasure; and falling on our knees with ono accord, wo 
returned fervent thanks to God for so seasonable a relief. 

Wo had great difficulty in getting the animal up through 
the opening, as its struggles were fierce and its strength 
prodigious. It was upon the point of making its escape from 
Peters' grasp, and slipping back into the water, when Augustus, 
throwing a rope with a slip-knot around its throat, held it up 
in this manner until I jumped into the hole by the side of 
Peters, and assisted him in lifting it out. 

The water wo drew carefully from the bag into the jug, 
which, it will be remembered, had been brought up before 
from the cabin. Having done this, we broke off the neck of a 
bottlo so as to form with the cork a kind of glass, holding not 
quite half a gill. We then each drank one of these measures 
full, and resolved to limit ourselves to this quantity per day 
as long as it should hold out. , 

I hiring the last two or three days, the weather having been 
dry and pleasant, the bedding we had obtained from the cabin, 
as well as our clothing, hail become thoroughly dry, so that W6 
passed this night (that of the twenty-third) in comparative 
comfort, enjoying a tranquil repose, after having supped 
plentifully on olives and ham, with a small allowance of the 
wine, living afraid of losing some, of our stores overboard 
during the night, in the event of a breeze springing up, we 
secured them as well as possible with cordage to the fragments 
of the windlass. Our tortoise, which we were anxious to 
preserve alive as long as we could, we throw on his back and 
otherwise carefully fastened. 
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July 24, This morning saw us wonderfully recruited in 
spirits and strength. Notwithstanding t he perilous situation in 
which we Were still placed, ignorant of our position, although 
certainly at a great distance from land, without more food 
than would last us for a fortnight even with great care, 
almost entirely without water, and floating about at the mercy 
Of every wind and wave, on the merest wreck in tho world, 
still the infinitely more, terrible distresses ami dangers from 
4 which w r e had so lately and so providentially been delivered 
caused us to regard what wo now endured as but little more 
than an ordinary evil—so strictly comparative is either good 
or ill. 

At sunrise wo were preparing to renew our altempts at 
getting up something from the storeroom, when a smart 
shower coming on, with some lightning, we turned onr 
attention to the catching of water hy means of the sheet wo 
had used before for this purpose. We had no other means of 
collecting the rain than by bolding the sheet spread out with 
one of the forechain-plates in the middle of it. The water 
thus conducted to the centre was drained thrpugh in to our 
jug. We ha<l nearly filled it in this manner, when, a heavy 
' 'squall coming on from the northward, obliged us to desist, as 
the hulk began once more to roll so violently that wo could 
no longer keep our feet. We now went forward, and, lashing 
ourselves securely to the remnant of the windlass as before, 
awaited the event with far more calmness than could have 
been anticipated or would have been imagined possible under 
the circumstances. At noon the wind had freshened into a 
breeze, and by night into a stiff gale, accompanied 
" with a tremendously heavy swell. Experience having taught 
ns, however, the best method of arranging our lashings, wo 
feathered this dreary night in tolerable security, although 
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thoroughly 'Trenched at almost every instant by the sea, and 
in ninincnt.iry dread of being washed off. Fortunately, the 
weather w as so win m an to render the water rather grateful 
than othetwise. 

July 25. This morning the gale had diminished to a mete 
t( n knot lire ere, and the sea had gono down with it so cou- 
hideidbly that we weio able to keep ourselves dry upon the 
deck. To our gie.it grief, however, wo found that 'two jars of 
our olives, as welt as the whole of our ham, hsul been washed 
ovu hoard, in spite of the careful manner in which they had 
been fasti tied. We d< t» rmiued not to kill the tortoise as 
jet, and contented out helves for tin* present with a breakfast 
on a few of the olives, and a measure of waiter each, which 
latter we mixed, half and half, with wine, finding great relief 
and strength fioin the mixtuie, without the distressing intoxi¬ 
cation which had endued upon dunking the port. The sea 
was still fai too rough for the renewal of our efforts at getting 
up provision from the storeroom. Several articles, of no 
importance to us in our present situation, floated up through 
the opening during the day, and were immediately washed 
oveiboard. We also now’ observed that the hulk lay more 
along than ever, so that we couhl not stand an instant without 
lashing omselves. On this account wo passed a gloomy and 
uncomfortable day. At noon the sun appeared to be nearly 
vertical, and we hud no doubt that, we had been driven down, 
by tho long succession of northward and north-westerly winded 
into the near vicinity of the equator. Towards evening saw 
several sharks, and were somewhat alarmed by the audacious 
manner in which an enormously large one approached us. At 
one time, a lurch throwing the deck very far beneath the 
water, the monster actually swam in upon us, floundering for 
some moments just over tho companion-hatch, and striking 
Petri’s violeutly with his tail. A heavy sea at length hurled 
him ovei board, much to our relief. In moderate weather we 
might have easily captured him. 

* <ly 26. This morning, the wind having greatly abated, and 
% not being very rough, we determined to renew our 
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exertions in the storeroom. After a great deal of hard labour 
during the whole day, wo found that nothing further was t<» bo 
expected from this quarter, the partitions of the room hating 
been stove during the night, and its content h swept into the 
hold. This discovery, as may he supposed, tilled 11 s with 
despair. 

July 27. The sea near ly smooth, w ith a light wind, and 
still from^he north wind and wiMwaid. The sun coming out 
hotly in the afUrnouu, we oecupnd ouiaelve* in drying our 
clothes. Found great relief from thirst, and much comfort 
otherwise, by bathing in the tea, 111 this, however, wo voro 
forced to use great caution, being afraid of sharks, several of 
which were seen swimming around the lnig during tlio day. 

July 28. Good weather still The brig now began to lio 
along so alarmingly that wo teared riic would evenluall} mil 
bottom up. Piepaied oui selves as well as we could foj this 
emergency, lashing our toitoiso, watei jug, and two icntamiug 
jars of olives as far as posable out to the windward, placing 
them outside the hull, below the main chains. The sea very 
smooth all day, with htilc or no wind. 

July 29. A continuance of the same weather. Augustus’s 
wounded arm began to evince sjmptoms of moxtithation. 
lie complained of drowsiness and t votive tlnist, but 110 
acute pain. Nothing could be done tor his lelief bejond 
rubbing his wounds with a little of the vinegar from the 
olives, and from this no benefit seemed to be experienced. 

did everything in our power for hi. comfort, and trebled 
tih allowance of water. 

, July 30. An excessively hot day with no wind. An mor¬ 
mons shark kept close by the hulk during the whole of the 
forenoon. Wc made several unsuccessful attempts to capture 
„him by means of a noose. Augustus much worse, and cvid< utly 
sinking,as much from want of proper nourishment as fiom the 
effect of his wounds. He constantly prayed to be released 
from bis sufferings, wishing for nothing but death. This « 
, evening we ate the last of our olives, and found the^water in 
OUr jug so putrid that we could not swallow it at all without 
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the addition of wine. Determined to;kill our tortoise iu the 
morning. 

July 31. After a night of excessive anxiety and fatigue, 
owing to the position of the hulk, wc set about killing and 
cutting up our tortoise. He proved to be much smaller than 
we had supposed, although in good condition—the whole 
meat about him not amounting to more than ten pounds. 
With a view of preserving a portion of this as long as possible, 
we cut it into fine pieces and filled with them our three remain¬ 
ing olive jars and tlx; wine bottle (all of which had been kept), 
pouring in afterwards the vinegar from the olives. In this 
maimer we put away about three pounds of the tortoise, 
intending not to touch it until we had consumed the rest. 
We concluded to restrict ourselves to about four ounces of the 
meat per day; the whole would thus last us thirteen days. 
A brisk shower, with severe thunder and lightning, came on 
about dusk, but lasted so short a time that we only succeeded 
in catching about half a pint of water. The whole of this 
by common consent was given to Augustus, who now appeared 
to be in the last extremity. He drank the water from the 
sheet as we caught it (wo holding it above him as he lay, so 
as to Jet it run into his mouth), for we had now nothing left 
capable of holding water unless we had chosen to empty out 
our wine from the carboy or the stale water from the jug. 
blither of these expedients would have been resorted to had 
the shower lasted. 

The sufferer seemed to derive but little benefit from the 
draught. His arm was completely black from the wrist to 
the should or, and his feet were like ice. Wo expected ©very 
moment to sec him breathe his last. He was frightfully * 
emaciated; so much so, that although he weighed a hundred 
and twenty-seven pounds upon his leaving Nantucket, he 
now di<l not weigh more than forty or fifty at the farthest* * 
His eyes wore sunk far in his head, being scarcely perceptible, ‘ 
and the skin of bis cheeks hung so loosely as to prevent Ills, 
masticating any food, or even swallowing any liquid, without ' 
great difficulty. 
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August h A eontinutgice of the same calm weather with an 
oppressively hot sun. Suffered exceedingly from thirst, the 
water in the jug being absolutely putrid and swarming with 
vermin. We contrived, nevertheless, to swallow a portion of 
it by mixing it with wine—our thirst, however, was but little 
abated. Wo found more relief by bathing in the sea, but 
could not avail ourselves of this expedient except at long 
intervals, on account of the continual presence of sharks. We 
now saw clearly that Augustus could not be saved; that he 
was evidently dying. We could do nothing to relievo his 
sufferings, which appeared to be great. About twelve o’clock 
he expired in strong convulsions, and without having spoken 
for several hours. His death idled us with the most gloomy 
forebodings, and had so great an effect upon our spirits that 
we sat motionless by the corpse during the whole day, and 
never addressed each other except in a whisper. Jt was nut 
until some time after dark that we took courage to get up and 
throw the body overboard. It was then loathsome beyond 
expression, and so far decayed, that, as Vetera attempted to 
lift it, an entire leg came off in his grasp. As the mass of 
putrefaction slipped over the vessel’s side into the water, the 
glare of phosphoric light with which it was surrounded plainly 
discovered to us seven or eight large sharks, the clashing of 
whose horrible tectli, as their prey was torn to pieces anioyjg 
them, might have been heard at the distance of a mile. We 
shrunk within ourselves in the extremity of hon or at the sound. 

<. August 2. The same fearfully calm and hot weather. The 
dawn found us in a state of pitiable dejection as well as bodily 
exhaustion. The water in tin,* jug was now absolutely useless, 
being a thick gelatinous mass; nothing but frightful-looking 
Worms mingled with slime. Wc threw it out and washed the 
jag well in the sea, afterwards pouring a little vinegar in it 
- from our bottles of pickled tortoise. Our thirst could now 
scaroely be endured, and we tried in vain to relieve it by wine, 
which seemed only to add fuel to the flame, and excited us to 
a high degree of intoxication. We afterwards endeavoured to 
relieve oar sufferings by mixing the wine with sea-water; but 
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this instantly brought about the rnfisfc violent retchings, so 
that wo never again attempted it. During the whole day we 
anxiouhly sought an. opportunity of bathing, but to no purpose; 
for this hulk wa*> now entirely besieged on all sides with sharks 
—-no doubt the identical wonders who had devoured our poor 
companion on the evening before, and who were in momentary 
exportation of another similar feast. Thi* circumstance occa¬ 
sioned us the most bitter regret, and filled us witli- the most 
depressing and melancholy foreboding-.. We had experienced 
indescribable relief in bathing, and to have thih resource cut 
off in so frightful a manner wa.-> more than we could bear. 
Nor, indeed, were we altogether free from tho apprehension of 
immediate danger, for tin* least slip or false moumient would 
have thrown u-> at once within n.icli of tlwso voracious fish, 
who frequently thrust themselves directly upon ih, swimming 
up to leeward. No shouts or exertions on our part seemed to 
alarm them. Even when one of the largest was struck with 
an n\o by Peters, anil much wounded, he persisted in his 
attempts to push in.where w c were. A eloud came up at 
dusk, but, to our extieme anguish, passed over without 
discharging itself. It is quite impossible to conceive our 
sufferings from thirst at this period. Wo passed a sleepless 
night, both on this account and through dread of tho sharks. 

August 3 No prospect of relief, and the brig lying still more 
and more along, so that now we could not maintain a footing 
upon deck at all. lUisied omseUes in securing our wine and 
tortoise meat, so that we might not lose them in the evout of 
our rolling <»ver. t lot out t\v»»stout spikes from the forechaius, 
and, bv means of the axe, drove them into the hull to wind* 
ward within a couple of feet of the water; this not being very 
fur from4hc keel, as wo w'ero nearly upon our beam-ends. To 
these spikes wo now lashed our provisions, as being more' 
secure tbau their former position beneath the chains. Suffered 
great agony from tliir^t during the whole day—no chance of 
bathing on account of tho sharks, which never left us fora 
moment Found it impossible to sleep. • 

August 4. A little before daybreak we perceived that U& 
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hoik was heeling over, said aroused ourselves to prevont being 
thrown off by the movement At first the roll was slow and 
gradual, and we contrived to clamber over to windward very 
*#ell, having taken the precaution to leave ropes hanging from 
the spikes we had driven in for the provision. Hut we had 
not calculated sufficiently upon the acceleration of the impetus ; 
for, presently the heel became too violent to allow of our 
keeping p%ce with it; and, before either of us knew what uas 
to happen, we found ourselves hurled furiously into the sea, 
and struggling several fathoms beneath the surface, with the 
huge hull immediately above us 

In going under the water 1 had been obliged to let go my 
hold upon the rope ; and finding that I was completely beneath 
the vessel, and my strength utterly exhausted, l scarcely made 
a struggle for life, and resigned myself, in a few seconds, to 
die. But hero again I was deceived, not having taken into 
consideration the natuial rebound of the hull to windward. 
The whirl of the water upwards, which the vc*h*] occasioned 
in rolling partially hack, bromrht me to the suifa'o stdl more 
violently than I had been plunged beneath* I'pon coming up, 
1 found myself about twenty \ aids from the hulk, as near as I 
could judge. She was lying keel up, rocking furiously from 
side to side, and the sea in all directions around was much 
agitated, and full of strong whirlpools. 1 could see nothing 
of Peters. An oil-cask was floating within a few feet of me, 
and various other articles from flic brig were scattered about. 

My principal terror was now on account of the sharks, 
which I knew to be in my vicinity. In order 1 t deter these, 
if possible, from approaching me, I splashed the water vigor¬ 
ously with both hands and feet as 1 swam towards the hulk, 
creating a body of foam. 1 have no doubt that to this 
expedient, simple as it was, 1 was indebted for my pre-orva- 
tioU; for the sea all around the brig, just before her rolling 
over, was so crowded with these monsters, that X must have 
keep, and really was, in actual contact with some of them 
during my progress. By great good fortune, however, I 
reached the side of the vessel in safety, although so utterly 
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weakened by the violent exertion I bad used that I should 
never have Urn able to get upon it but for the timely assist* 
since of lV.tms, who now, to my great jo}', made his appearance 
(having Mnuubled up t) tins keel from the opposite side of 
the hull), and threw me the end of a rope—one of those which 
hud been attached to the spikes. 

Having barely escaped this danger, our attention was now 
directed to the dreadful immim-ticy of another — that of 
absolute starvation. Our whole slock of provision had been, 
swept overboard in spite, of ail our rare iu securing it, and 
seeing no longer the remotest possibility of obtaining more, we 
gave way, both of us, to despair, weeping aloud like children, 
and neiilito- of us attempting to oiler consolation to the other. 
Much weakness can scarcely be conceived, and to those who have 
never been similaily situated will no doubt appear unnatural; 
but it. must be remembered that our intellects woe so entirely 
disordered by the long course of privation and terror to which 
w*e had been subjected, that we could not justly be considered 
at that period in the light of rational beings. In subsequent 
perils nearly as great, if not greater, l bore up with fortitude 
against ail the evils of my situation, and Peters, it will be seen, 
evinced a stoical philosophy nearly as incredible as his present 
childlike supineness and imbecility—the mental condition mad' 
the difference. / 

The overturning of the brig, even with the consequent 
loss of the wine and turtle, would not, in fact, have rendered 
our situation more deplorable than before, except for the dis¬ 
appearance of the bedclothes by which w« had been hitherto 
enabled to catch rain-water, and of the jug in which we had 
kept it when caught, for we found the whole bottom, from 
wuhin two or three feet of the bends as far as the keel, 
together with the keel itself, th icily covered with large barnacle#, 
which pro red to be excellent and highly nutritium food * Thus in 
two important respects the accident we had so greatly dreaded 
proved a benefit rather than an injury; it had opened to us a 
supply,of provisions which we coaid not have exhausted, using 
it moderately, in a month, and it had greatly contributed to 
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0 «r comfort as regards#position, wo being much more at our 
ea^e, and in infinitely less danger tluin before. 

The difficulty, however, of now obtaining water blinded us 
to all the benefits of the change in our condition. That we 
might be ready to avail ourselves as far as possible of any 
shower which might fall, we took olf our shirts, to make use 
of them, as we had of the sheets, not hoping, of course, to get 
more in tlijs way, even under the. most favourable circumstances, 
than half a gill at a time. Ts’o signs of a cloud appeared during 
the day, ami the agonies of our thirst were nearly intolerable. 
At night Peters obtained about an hour’s disturbed sleep, but 
my intense sufferings would not permit me to close my eyes 
for a single moment. 

August 5. To-day a gentle breeze springing up carried us 
Jirough a vast quantity of seaweed, among which we were so 
fortunate as to find eleven small crabs, which afforded us 
several delicious meals. Their shells being quite soft, we ale 
them entire, ami ft und that they irritated our thirst far less 
than the barnacles. Seeing no trace of sharks among the 
seaweed, wc also ventured to bathe, and remained in the water 
for four or live hours, during which wc experienced a very 
sensible diminution of our thirst. Were greatly refreshed, 
and spent the night somewhat more comfortably than before, 
both of us snatchiug a little sleep. 

August 6. This day we were blessed by a brisk and continual 
rain, lasting from about noon until after dark. , Bitterly did 
npw regret the loss of our jug and carboy, for in spite of 
the little means we had of catching the wider, we might have 
filled one, if not both of them. As it was, we contrived to 
satisfy the cravings of thirst by suffering the shirts to become 
saturated, and then wringing them, so as to let the grateful 
fluid trickle into our mouths. In this occupation we passed 
the entire day. 

Avgust 7. Just at daybreak wo both at the same instant 
. descried a sail to the eastward, and evidently coming towards us / 
We hailed the glorious sight with a long although feeble shout 
of rapture, and began instantly to make every signal in our 
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power, by flaring the shirt 1 ? in the a if, leaping as high as oor 
weak condition would pezmit, and e\en by hallooing with aU 
the feticm,th of oni lungs, although the \ easel ( ould not have 
been less than iiftc< n imh ■> distant However, &ho still 
continued to mar our hulk, ami we felt tint if she hut held 
her pie suit (ouise she* must eventual!) toine eo dose as to 
pcicuve us In about an hmu alter we hist discovered b«r 
we could chaih sec tin* pi oplc on In r dot k-> Sin was n long, 
low, and lakish looking tops ul schooner, w ith i blai k b ill in her 
foretopsd.il, and had app ninth a full irew "We now bocame 
aUmud, ioj we <ould hanll) liingim it possible tliat she did 
not observe us, and wt re appu hensi\« that die mi ant to lea^e 
us to polish as we w»ri — m »<t of fiendish biibiiif), which, 
howtvei lmicdibh it nu} appear, his ban repcitully per- 
potiated at sea umhr cm must mu', sitv m ul) similar, and 
by benign who who n glided is hihwi^in/ to the human 
spem s ”• In this nisi mu, howi \< 1, h) tin lm ley of (lod, we 

* riu e isj of tho 1 ng /V/y of Host* u is out so nm h in point, and bet 
fat m mini usj Us so rui ukul Iv main to oui own, that I ciunot 
foiKai alluding t > it hut r IliH \evul, of om hundKd ami thirty tons 
huulon saihd Item Boston, with a e irg> of jumb i an l juovi*-iour« for 
S inttt l mix on tho twtlltl of ])<<uulu 1^11, unltr the command of 
( aptntn Casut ut Jhm were eight souls on l«>ar 1, besides tho captain, 
the mate, four seamen, and the <o;k, together with a Mi IIu it, and * 
nigio gull <1< m,mg to him On tl ♦ fifteenth, haling cle ued the Shoal 
of (leoigc», she spiling i h iK in i gilt if wind horn the south e,ist, and 
was ftoalh ittpsi/cd, lut, tin n *sl gum; ly tie ‘wind, she afterwards 
lighted rim iomunitd in this s.n ition, witho it fire, tml with very 
little* pioYision, fm the puio 1 ul uue httndnd and tnjhfy nine da ye 
Deeeuubet the fit teen th to him the nvcntn till, when Luptain Pasneatt and 
Sa|uu< 1 Badger, the only t>ur\ i\ u**, wtre taken ofl the wieclc by the Ram* 
of Hull, Captun Feathers, tom, bounl home from Iho Janeiro When 
picked up the) were m lititmh 2b° N , hnjdude 13* W, hating drifted 
above tu.o thousand rnd< * 1 On the ninth of July the Fame fell in With 
the bug Jhonuo } < aptam Vetkins, who lamb i the two sufferer* lit 
Kennelteck 1 he narutne fioiu wlueh we gather flic do details ends nr 
the following words — 

° It is natural to inquire how they could float such a last distance upoft 
the most frequented part of the Atlantic, and not bo discovered fell thfa 
time. They were jxissed by more than a dozen tori, one of t theft #»t 
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were destined to be nlbst happily deceived, for presently we 
were aware of a sudden commotion on the deck of the stranger, 
who immediately afterwards run up a British flag, and, hauling 
her wind, boro up directly ujM>n us, In half an hour more we 
.found ourselves in her cabin. She proved to ho the Jane Guy 
of Liverpool, Captain t.uy, bound on a scaling and trading 
voyage to the South Seas and Pacific. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

The Jtine Guy was a fine-looking topsail schooner of a hundred 
and eighty tons burden. She was unusually sharp in the 
bows and, on a wind in moderate weather, the fastest sailer I 
have ever seen. Her qualities, liowi ver, as a rough sea-boat, 
were not so good, and her draught of water was by far too 
great for the trade to which si us was destined. For this 
peculiar service, a larger vessel, and one of a light propor¬ 
tionate draught, ii desirable—«ay a vot*cl of from three to 
three hundred and fitly tons. She should he barque-rigged, 
and in other respects of a diffeiont construction from the 
usual South Sea slops. It is absolutely necessary that she 
should be well armed. She should ha\c, say ten or twelve 
twelve-pound carronadoa, and two or three long twelves, with 
brass blunderbusses, and water-tight arm i bests for each top. 
Her anchors and cables should be of far greater strength than 
is required for any other species ot trade and, above all, her 
$rew should be numerous and efficient, not les-*, for such a 
vessel as I have described, than fifty or sixty able bodied men. 
•The Jane Qvy had a crew of thirty-five, all able seamen, 

nigh them that 1h?y could distinctly fee the jieojrfe on deck and on the 
rigging looking at ihem t twt, to the, incxjirrmble disappointment of the 
Homing and freezing men, they stifled the dictates qf compasn&n t hoisted 
sad, and cruelly abandoned th<m to their fat*.'’ 1 
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besides the captain and mate, but shft was not altogether as 
well armed or otherwise equipped as a navigator acquainted 
with the difficulties and dangers of the trade could have desired. 

Captain Guy was a gentleman of great urbanity of manner, 
arid of considerable experience in the Southern traffic, to 
which he had devoted tho greater portion of his life. He was 
deficient, however, in energy and, consequently, in that spirit 
of enterprise which is here so absolutely requisite/ Ho was 
part owner of the ve-sel in which be sailed, find was invested 
with discretionary powers to cruise in tho South Seas for any 
cargo which might come most readily to hand. He had on 
board, as u**ual in such voyages, beads, looking-glasses, Under¬ 
works, fixes, hatchets, saws, mlzes, pianos, chisels, gouges, 
gimlets, fill's, spoke-shaves, rasps, hammers, nails, knives, 
scissors, razors, needles, thread, crockery ware, calico, trinkets, 
and other similar articles. 


The schooner sailed front Liverpool on the tenth of July, 
crossed the tropic of Cancer on the twenty-fifth, in longi¬ 
tude *20° W., and reached Sal, otic, of tho Cape Vcrd Islands 
on the twcnly-ninth, where she took in salt and other neces¬ 
saries for the voyage. On the third of August she left the 
Capq Verds and steered south-west, stretching over towards 
the coast of Brazil, so as to cross the equator between the 
meridians of twenty-eight and thirty degrees west longitude. 
This is the course usually taken by vessels bound from 
Europe to the Gape of Good Hope, or by that route to the 
East Indies. By proceeding thus they avoid the calms and 
strong contrary currents which continually prevail on the coast 
of Ouinoa, while in the end it is found to be the shortest 
tralfk, as westerly winds arc never wanting afterwards, by 
which to reach the Cape. It was Captain Guy’s intention 
to make his first stoppage at Kerguelen’s Land—I hardijf 
know for what reason. On the day wo were picked up the 
schooner was off Cape St. Koque, in longitude 31* W ;; 
so that, when found, we had drifted probably, from north 
to south*, not tm than ji^-and-twenty thymn ! ‘ 

On board the Jam Guy we weie treated with ail tho kind* 
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ness our distressed situation demanded. In about a fortnight, 
during which time we continued steering to the south-east, 
with gentle breezes and fine weather, both Peters and myself 
recovered entirely from the effect* of our lato privation and 
dreadful suffering, and wc began to remember what had 
passed rather as a frightful dream from which wo had been 
happily awakened, than as events which had taken place in 
sober and*naked reality. I have since found that this species 
of partial oblivion is usually brought about, by sudden transi¬ 
tion, whether from joy to sonow or from sorrow to joy -the* 
degree of forgetfulness being proportioned to the degree of 
difference in the exchange. Thus, in my own case, 1 now 
feel it impossible to realize the full extent, of the misery 
which I endured during the days spent upon the- hulk. The 
incidents are remembered, but not the feelings which the 
incidents elicited at the time of their occurrence. I only 
jknow, that when they did occur, I thnn thought human 
nature could sustain nothing more of agony. 

Wo continued our voyage for some weeks without any in¬ 
cidents of greater moment than the occasional meeting with 
whaling ships, and more frequently with the bhek or right 
whale, so called in contradistinction to the spermaceti. These, 
however, were chiefly found south of the twenty-fifth parallel. 
On the sixteenth of September, being in the vicinity of the 
Cape of Good Hope, the schooner encountered her first gale of 
any violence since leaving Liverpool. In this neighbourhood, 
but ’more frequently to tlio south and east- of the promontory 
(we vvero to the westward), navigators have often to contend 
with storms from the northward, which rage with great fury. 
They always bring with them a heavy sea, and one of their 
most dangerous features is the instantaneous chopping round 
of the wind, an occurrence almost certain to take place during 
the greatest force of the gale. A perfect hurricane will be 
blowing at one moment from the northward or north-east, and 
in the next not a breath of wind will be felt iri that direction, 
while from the south-west it will come out all at onefc with it 
violence almost inconceivable. A bright spot to tin* south- 
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ward is the sure forerunner of the change, an<t vessels are 
thus enabled to take the proper precautions. 

It was about six in the morning when the blow came on 
with a white* Kptall, and as usual from the northward. By 
eight it had increased \<ry much, and brought down upon 
um one of the most tremendous seas I had then ever hoheld. 


Everything had been made as snug as possible, but the schooner 
laboured excessively, and give evidence of her bad qualities 
as a Hea-bo«it, pitdiing her forecastle under at e\cry plunge, 
and with the greatest difficulty struggling up from one wavo 
before die was biinod in another, .fust before sunset the 


bright spot lor which wo had been on the look-out made its 
appearance in the south-we-t, and in an hour afterwards wo 
perceived the little head -ail wo carried Ihpping listlessly 
against the mad. In two minut**. more, in spite of every 
preparation, we were huilod on our beam ends as if by magic, 
and a perfect wilderness of loam made a < le.ir breath over us 
as we lay. The blow Irom the south-west, however, luckily 
proved to be nothing moie than a squall, and we had the good 
fortune to right the \ossel without the loss of a spar. A 
heavy cross sea gave us great trouble for a few hours after 
this, but towards morning we found ourselves in nearly as 
good condition a*, before the gale. Captain Guv considered 
that ho ha«l made an escape little less than miraculous. 

On tho thirteenth of Oetobirwo came in sight of Prince 
Edward’s Jdnml, in latitudo 46° 53' S., longitude 37* 46' E. 
Two da} a alterw ards we found ourselves in ar I'osession Island, 
and presently passed the islands of Crozet, in latitude 42* 59' 8., 
longitude 48* R On the eighteenth we made Kerguelen's or 
Desolation I-land, in the southern Indian Ocean, and came to 
anchor in Christmas Harbour, having four fathoms of water* 

This island, or rather group of islands, bears south-east frorft 
the Capo of Good Hope, and is distant therefrom nearly eight 
hundred leagues. It was first di.sco\ ered in 1772 by ‘the 
Baron do Kergulan or Kerguelen, a Frenchman, who, thinking 
the land to form a portion of an extensive southern continent, 
carried home information to that effect, which produced much 
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excitement at the time# The Government, taking the matter 
up, sent the baron back in the following year for tho purpose 
of giving his new discovery a critical examination, when tho 
mistake was discovered. In 1777 Captain Cook fell in with 
the same group, and gave to tho principal om* tho nemo of 
Desolation Island, a title which it certainly well deserves. 
Upon approaching tho land, however, tho navigator might bo 
induced tp suppose otherwise, as tin* of most of the lulls, 
from September fo March, are clothed with very brilliant 
verdure. This deceitful appearance is caused hy a small 
plant resembling j-axitr.iL'e, which is abundant, growing in 
large patches on n specie-) of crumbling moss. Besides this 
plant there is scarcely a sign of vegetation on (lie island, if 
we except some coarse rank grass near the harbour, some 
lichen, and a shrub which bears resemblance to a cabbage 
shooting into seed, and whieh has a bitter and acrid taste. 

Tho face of the country h hilly, although none of the hills 
can bo called lofty. Their tops are poipetundy covered with 
snow. There are several harbours, of w hieh Christinas Harbour 
is the most convenient. It P the first 10 be nu t with on the 
north-east side of the iMand after pacing the Cape Francois, 
which forms the northern shore, and hy its peculiar shape 
serves to distinguish the harbour. Its projecting point ter¬ 
minates in a high rock, through which is a largo hole, forming 
a natural arch, The entrance is in latitude 48° 40' *S., longi¬ 
tude 69* 6' E, Passing in line, good am hoi age*may ho found 
under the shelter of several small islands, which form a 
sufficient protection from all easterly win.is. Proceeding on 
eastwardly from this anchorage >ou come to Wasp Pay, at 
the head of the harbour. This is a small basin, completely 
land-locked, into which you can go with four fathoms, and 
Hud anchorage in from ton to three, hard clay bottom. A 
ship might lie here with her best Lower ahead all the year 
rotihd without risk. To the westward, at the head of Wasp 
Bay, is a small stream of excellent water, easily procured. 

Some* seal of the fur and hair *pu es are. ,«>tiU to bo 
found on Kerguelen** Island, and s« a eh*phant¥ abound, TliOt 
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feathered tribes are discovered in gr$tt numbers. Penguins 
are very plenty, and of these there are four different kinds. 
The royal penguin, so called from its size and beautiful 
plumage, is the largest. The upper part of the body is 
usually grey, sometimes of a lilac tint; the under portion of 
the purest white imaginable. The head is of a glossy and 
most brilliant black, the feet also. The chief beauty of the 
plumage, however, consists in two broad stripes \if a gold 
colour, which pass along from the head to the breast. The 
bill is long, ami either pink or bright scarlet. These birds 
walk erect, with a stately earring'*. They carry their heads 
high, with their wings drooping like, two arms, and as their 
tails project from their body in a line with the legs the 
resemblance to a human tigme is very striking, and would 
be apt to deceive the spectator at a casual glance or in the 
gloom of the evening. The royal penguins which we met 
with on Kerguelen’s Land were rather larger than a goose. 
The other kinds arc the macoaroni, the jackass, and the 
rookery penguin. These, are much smaller, less beautiful in 
plumage, and different in other respects. 

Besides the penguin many other birds art; here to be found, 
among which may ho mentioned sea hens, blue petcrels, teal, 
ducks, Port Kgmont hens, shags, Capo pigeons, the nelly, sea* 
swallows, terns, sea-gulls. Mother (’arev’s chickens. Mother 
Carey's goose, or the great peterel, and lastly, the albatross. 

The great peterel is as large as the common albatross, and 
is carnivorous. It is frequently called the break-bones, or osprey 
peterel. They are not At all shy, and when properly cooked 
are palatable food. In Hying they sometimes sail very close to 
the lurfuce of the water, with the wings expanded, without 
appearing to move them in the least degree, or make any 
exertion with them whatever. 

The albatross is one of the largest and fiercest of the South 
Sea birds. It is of the gull species, and takes its prey on the 
wing, never coming on laud except for the purpose of breeding. 
v Between this bird and the penguin the most singular friendship 
' exists. Their nests are constructed with groat uniformity, upon 
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a plan concerted betweeA the two species—that of the albatross 
being placed in tho centre of a little square formed by the 
nests of four penguins. Navigators have agreed in calling an 
assemblage of such encampments a rookery. Those rookeries 
have been often described, but as my readers may not all have 
seen these descriptions, ami as I shall have occasion hereafter 
to speak of the penguin and albatross, it will not be amiss to 
say something here of their mode of building and living. 

When the season for incubation arrives, the birds assemble 
in vast numbers, and for some days appear to l)c deliberating 
upon the proper course t<> be pursued. At length they proceed 
to action. A level piece of ground is selected, of suitable extent, 
usually comprising three or four acres, and situated as near 
the sea as possible, being still beyond its reach. The spot is 
chosen with reference to its evenness of surface, and that is 
preferred which is the least, encumbered with stones. This 
matter being arram^Tl, the birds proceed with one accord, and 
actuated apparently by one mind, to trace out, with mathemati¬ 
cal accuracy, either a square or other parallelogram, as may 
best suit the nature of the ground, and of j»H. sufficient size 
' to accommodate, easily all the birds assembled, and no more 
—in this particular seeming determined upon preventing 
tho access of future stragglers who have not participated 
In tho labour of tho encampment. One side of the place thus 
marked out runs parallel with the water's edge, and is left open 
for ingress or egress. 

Havbig defined the limits of the rooktrv, the* colony now 
begin to clear it of every species of rubbish, picking up stone 
by stone, and carrying them outside of the lines, and close by 
them, so as to form a wall on the three inland sides, dust within 
this wail a perfectly level and smooth walk is Conned, from six 
to eight feet wide, and extending around the encampment— 
thus serving the purpose of a general promenade. 

: The next process is to partition out the whole area into small 
sqaares exactly equal in size. This is done by forming narrow * 
paths, very smooth, and crossing each other at right angles „ 
throughout the entire Extent of the rookery. At each inlerr 
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section of these paths the nest of an (ilbatrosa is constructed, 
and a penguin's nest in the centre of each sefuare; thus eyety 
penguin is surrounded by four albatrosses, and each'albatross 
by a like number of penguins. The penguin’s nest consists of 
a hole in the earth, very shallow, being only just of sufficient 
depth to keep her single egg from rolling. The albatross is 
somewhat less simple in her arrangements, erecting a hillock 
about a foot high and two in diameter. This ig made of 
earth, seaweed, and .shells. On its summit she btfthls her 
nest. 

Tim birds take, especial ears never to leave their nests 
unoccupied for an instant during the period of incubation, or 
indeed until the young progeny are sufficiently strong to take 
care of themselves. While the male is absent at sea in search 
of food, tho female remains on duty, and it is only upon the 
return of her partner that she ventures abroad. Tho eggs are 
never left uncovered at all—while one bird leaves the nest, the 
other nestling in by its side. This precaution is rendered 
necessary by the thievish propensities prevalent in the rookery, 
the inhabitants making uo scruple to puiloin each other’s eggs 
at every good opportunity. 

Although there arc some rookeries in which the penguin 
and albatross are tho sole population, yet in most of them $ 
variety of oceanic birds are to ho met with, enjoying all the , 
privileges of citizenship, and scattering their nests here and. 
there, wherever they can find room, never interfering, however, 
with the stations of tho larger species. Tho appearance of such 
encampments when seen from a distance is exceedingly singular. 
The whole atmosphere just above tho settlement is darkened \ 
with the immense number of the albatross (mingled with the 
smaller tribes) which are continually hovering over it, either ; 
going to the ocean or returning home. At the same 
crowd of penguins are to be observed, some passing to and 
in the narrow alloys, and some marching with tho military strut,'V 
so {jjjjpjdiar to them, around the general promenade-ground 
wpdh encircles the rookery. In short, survey it os we * 
N n|png can be more astonishing than the spirit of reflection 



ARTBUR GORDON PYM. 817 

' evinced by these feathered beings, and nothing surely can l»e 
hotter calculated’’to elicit reflection in every well-regulated 
human intellect. 

On the morning after our arnval in Christmas Harbour, tho 
chief mate, Mr. Patterson, took the boat** and (.iltliough it was 
somewhat early in the season) wont ui .‘earth of seal, loving 
the captain and a young relation of his on a point of birren 
land to Jtho westward, they hu\ ing some business, whose nature 
I could not ascertain, to tran-act in the interior of the island. 
Captain Huy took with him a hottU\ in which was a sealed 
letter, and made hi> wav from the point on which lie was art 
On shore towards one of the highe-t peaks in the place. It is 
probable that his dc'-mu was to leave the lettej on that height 
for some vessel which lie expect* il to come aft* r him. As non 
03 We lostaightof him wo piocccdod (Peters and nnselflu mg in 
the mate’s boat) on our cruise mound the coast, looking lor cal. 
In this business we were occupied about three weeks, cxainin 
ing with gieat care e\ cry nook and corner, not only of K< rgueleu’H 
Land, but of the several small islands in the virjniu. Our 
labours, how-ever, w< r<* not crow n< 1 w ith any impoi taut success 
Wo saw a great many fin seal, but they wore cvcedingly shy, 
and with the greatest exertions wo could only procure three 
hundred and fifty shin-> m all. Sei elephant-> were abundant, 
especially on the western coast ot the mainland, but of these 
We killed only twenty, and this with great difficulty. On tho 
smaller islands we discouued a good many of the »hair seal, )>ut 
did not molest them. We returned to the schooner on the 

t 

eleventh, where wo found Captain Guy ami his nephew, who 
gave a very bad account of the intciioi, representing it as one 
of the most dreary and utterly barren count lies in tin* world 
They bad remained two nights on the island, owing to * uine 
misunderstanding on the part of the second mate in regard to 
the sending a jolly-boat from the schooner to take them cif. 



THE NARRATIVE OF 


CHAPTER XV. 


Ox the twelfth we made sail from Ch ristmns Harbour,retracing 
our way to the westward, and leaving Marion's Island, one of 
(Yozot’s group, on the larboard. We afterwards passed Prince 
Edward’s Island, leaving it also on our left; then, steering 
more to the northward, made, in fifteen days, the islands of 
Tristan d’Acmdm, in latitude 37’ 8' S. } lougitmle 12° 8' W. 

This group, now so well known, and which consists of three 
circular islands, was first discovered by the Portuguese, and 
was visited afterwards by the Dutch in 1043, and by the 
French in 1707. The three islands together form a triangle, 
and are distant from each other about ten miles, there being 
lino open passages between. Thu land in all of them is very 
high, especially in Tristan d’Acunha, properly so called. This 
is the largest of the group, being fifteen miles in circumference, 
and so elevated that it can be seen in clear weather at the 
distance of eighty or ninety miles. A part- of the land towards 
the north rises more than a thousand feet perpendicularly from 
the sea. A tableland at this height extends back nearly to 
the centre of the island, ami from this tableland arises a lofty 
cone like that of Tone ride. The lower half of this cone is. 
clothed with trees of good size, but the upper region is barren 
rock, usually bidden among the clouds and covered with snow 
during the greater part of the year. Thera are no shoals or 
other dangers about tho island, the shores being remarkably 
bold and the water deep. On the north-western coast is a bay, 
wiilyt beach of black sand, where a landing with boats can he 
easily effected, provided there be a southerly wind. Plenty of 
excellent water may here be readily procured; also cod and 
oth$r fish may be taken with book and line. 

The next island in point of size, and the most westwardlyof 
the group, is that called the Inaccessible. Its preeise situation 
' is 37“ 17' S. latitude, longitude 12 a 24' W. It is aevemor eight 
^N^miles in circumference, and on all sides presents a forbiddingand 
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precipitous aspect. Its top is perfectly flat, ami the whole region 
is sterile, nothing growing upon it except a few stunted shrubs. 

Nightingale Island, the smallest ami most southerly, is in 
latitude 37 s 26' S., longitude 12* 12' W. Off its southern 
extremity is a high ledge of rocky islets; a few also of a similar 
appearance are seen to the north-east. The ground is irregular 
and sterile, and a deep valley partially separates it. 

The shores of these islands abound, in the proper season, >vith 
sea-lions, sea-elephants, the hair and fur seal, together with a 
great variety of oceanic birds. Whales arc also plentiful in their 
vicinity. Owing to tin* ease with which these various animals 
were hero formerly taken, the group has been much visited since 
its discovery. Tim Dutch and French frequented it at a very 
early period. In 1790 Captain Fatten, of the ship Itohwtry, of 
Philadelphia, made Tristan d’Aouului, where he remained seven 
months (from August 1790 to April 1791) for the purpose of 
collecting sealskins. In this time he gathered no less than five 
thousand six hundred, and savs that he would have had no 
difficulty in loading a hu ge ship with oil in three weeks. Upon 
his arrival he found no quadrupeds, with the exception of a few 
wild goats , the island now abounds with all our most valuable 
domestic animals, which have been introduced by subsequent 
navigators. 

I believe it was not long after Captain Fatten’s visit that 
Captain Coiquhoun, of the American brig JJeUeg, touched at the 
largest of the islands for the purpose of refreshment. He 
planted onions, potatoes, cabbages, and a great many other 
vegetables, an abundance of all which are now to be met with. 

In 1811 a Captain Haywood, in the Ntre.as, visited Tristan. 
He found there three Americans, who were residing upon the 
islands to prepare sealskins and oil. One of these men was 
named Jonathan Lambert, and he called himself the sovereign 
of tiie country. He had cleared and cultivated about sixty 
acres of land, and turned his attention to raising the coffee plant 
and sugar-cane, with which he had been furnished by the 
American Minister at Rio Janeiro. This settlement, however, ' 
was finally abandoned, and in 1817 the islands were taken/ 
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possession of by tlio ISritish Government who sent a detachment 
for that purpose from the Cape of Good Hope. They did not, 
however, retain them long; but, upon the evacuation of the 
country as a lhitis.li possession, two or three English families 
took tip their residence there independently of the Government, 
()u the twenty-fifth of Marrh 1824, the Berwick , Captain Jeffrey* 
from London to Van .Diemens Land, arrived at the place, where 
they found an Emrli Jim.m of the name of Glass formerly a 
corporal in the Uritish artillery. He claimed to be supreme 
governor of the inlands, and had under his control twenty-one 
men and three women, lie give a veiy favourable account of 
the ssdiibnty of the climate and nf the pioduetiveness of the 
soil. The population occupied tin involves chiefly in collecting 
sealskins and sea elephant oil, with whiih they traded to tho 
Cape of Good Hope, Glass owning a small bchooner. At the 
pciiod of our arrival the govi tuor was still a resident, but his 
little community had multiplied, tin re bung fifty-^ix persons 
upon Tristan, besides a smaller settlement of seven on Night¬ 
ingale island. Wo had no difficulty in procuring almost every 
kind of ufreshmeiit which vve required — sheep, hogs, bullocks, 
rabbits, poultiy, gnats, fish in great variety, and vegetables 
were abundant. Hav ing come to au>*hoi close in w r ith the large 
island, in eighteen fathoms, wo took all vve wanted on board 
very conveniently. Captain Guy also purchased of Glass five 
hundred sealskin" and some i\ orv. We lemaim d heie ft week, 
during which the prevailing windswoie from the northward 
and westward, and the w eat hi r .somewhat lvuy. On the fifth 
of November we made sail to tho southward and westward, 
with the intention of liav ing a thorough search for a group of 
islands called the Amoru*, respecting whoso existence a great 
diversity of opinion has existed. 

These* islands are .said to have been discovered as early OS 
1762, by the commander of tho ship Aurora . In 1790 Captain 
Manuel do Ov an ido, in the ship Brinrf$$ t belonging to the 
Ko) al Philippine Cumpauy, sailed, as he asserts, directly among 
' them. Iu 1794 the bpnnhh corvette Atrsvidci went with the 
determination of ascertaining their precise situation, and In a 
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paper puDlishcd by theftoyal Hydrographical Society of Madrid 
in the year 1809, the following language is used respecting this 
expedition:—“The corvette Atrerida practised, in their im¬ 
mediate vicinity, from the twenty-first to the twenty-seventh 
of January, all the necessary observations, and measured by 
chronometers the difference of longitude between these, islands 
and the port of Soledad in the Malnitias. The islands are 
three; they arc very nearly in the same meridian; Die centre 
one is rather low, and the other two may be seen at nine leagues 
distance.” The observations made on board the Atrerida give 
the following results as the precise situation of each island. 
The most northern is in latitude 52’ 37' 24" &, longitudo 47° 
43' 15" W.; the middle ono in latitude 53* 2' 40" S., longitudo 
47° 55' 15" W.; and the mu.it southern in latitude 53’ 15' 
22" S., longitude 47’ 57' 15" W. 

On the twenty-seventh of January 1820 Captain James 
Weddell, of the British navy, sailed from Staten Land also iu 
search of the Auroras. He reports that having made the most 
diligent search, and passed not only immediately over the spots 
indicated by the commander of the Atrcnda, but in every 
direction throughout the vicinity of those spots, he could dis¬ 
cover no indication of land. These conflicting statements have 
induced other navigators to look out for the islands; and strange 
to say, while some have sailed through every inch of sea where 
. they are supposed to lie without finding them, there have been 
not a few who declare positively that they have scon them, 
and on en been close in with their shou*s. It was Captain 
Guy’s intention to make every exertion within his power to 
Settle the question so oddly in dispute.* 

We kept on our course, between the south and west, with 
variable weather, until the twentieth of the month, when we 
V' found ourselves on the debated ground, being in latitude 53’ 
J.5' &►, longitude 47° 58' W.—that is to say, very nearly upon 

'fij* . 

' * Among the vessels which at various times have professed to meet with 

< the Auroras may he mentioned the ship San Migud, in 1769 the ship 
Ottawa, in 1774 ; the brig Peart, in 1779 ; and the ship Dolores, in 1790/ 
$iiey ah agree in giving the mean latitude 53’ S. 
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the spot indicated as the situation of tin most southern of the 
group. Not perceiving any sign of land, we continued to the 
westward in the parallel of fifty-three degrees south, as far as 
the meridian of fifty degrees west. We then stood to the north 
as far as the parallel of Jifty-two degrees south, when we turned 
to the eastward, and kept our parallel hy double altitudes, 
morning and evening, ami meridian altitudes of the planets 
and moon. Having thus gono eastwardly to tho meridian of 
the western coast, of Georgia, wo kept that meridian until we 
wore in the latitudo from which wc set out. We then took 
diagonal courses throughout tho entire extent of sea circum¬ 
scribed, keeping a look-out constantly at the masthead, and 
repeating our examination with the greatest care for a period 
of three weeks, during which the weather was remarkably 
pleasant and fair, with no haze whatsoever. Of course wo were 
thoroughly satisfied that, whatever islands might have existed 
in this vicinity at any former period, no vestige of them 
remained at the present day. Since my return home I find 
that tho same ground was traced over, with equal care, in 
1822, by Captain Johnson of tho American schooner Henry , 
and hy Captain Morrell in the American schooner H r asp —in 
both cases with tho same result, as in our own. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

ft had been Captain Guy’s original intention, after satisfying 
himself about the Auroras, to proceed through the Strait of 
Magellan, and up along the western coast of Patagonia; but 
information received at Tristan d’Acunha induced him to steer 
to the southward, in the hope of falling in with some small 
* islands said to lie about the parallel of GO 1 S M longitude 41* 
20' W. In the event of his not discovering these 'lands, he 
^ designed, should the season prove favourable, to push on towards 
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the Toll According]!’, on the twelfth of December, we made 
sail in that direction. On the eighteenth we found ourselves 
about the station indicated by Glass, and cruised for three days 
in that neighbourhood without finding any traces of the islands 
he had mentioned. On the tuenty-first, the weather bring 
unusually pleasant, we again made sail to the southward, with 
the resolution of penetrating in that course as far as possible. 
Before entering upon this portion of my narrative, it may bo 
os well, for the information of those readers who have paid little 
attention to the progress of discovery in these regions, to give 
some brief account of the very few attempts at reaching the 
Southern Pole which have hitherto been made. 

That of Captain Cook was the fir>t, of which we have any 
distinct account. In 1772 he mailed to tho south in the Jiesolu- 


Urn , accompanied by Lieutenant Furnoaux in the Admiiure . 
In December lie found himself as far as the fifty-eighth parallel 
of south latitude, and in longitude 20° 57' 15. Nero lie mot 
with narrow fields of ice, about eight or ten inches thick, and 
running north-ivest and south-east. This ice was in largo cakes, 
and usually it was packed so closely that the vessels had great 
difficulty in forcing a passage. At this period Captain Cook 
supposed, from the vast number of birds to be, seen, ami from 
other indications, that he was in tin* near vicinity of land. He, 
kept on to the southward, the weather being exceedingly cold, 
until ho reached the sixty-fourth parallel, in longitude 38 14' 35. 
Here he had mild weather, with gentle breezes, for five days, 
toe thermometer being at thirty-six. In January 1773 the 
vessels crossed the Antarctic circle, but did not succeed in 
penetrating much farther; for, upon reaching latitude 67 19 If/, 
they found all farther progress impeded by an immense body 
of ice, extending all along the southern horizon as far as the 
<iye could reach. This ice was of every variety, and some large 
floes of it, miles in extent, formed a compact mass, risin g eighteen 
or twenty feet above the water. It being late in the season, 
and no hope entertained of rounding these obstructions, Captain# 
Cook rfow reluctantly turned to the northward. 


In the November following he renewed his search in 
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Antarctic. In latitude 59* 40' he mctOwith a strong ctirrimt 
setting to the southward. In December, when the vessels were 
in latitude 07” 31', longitude 142° 54' W., the cold was exces¬ 
sive, with heavy gales and fog. Here also birds were abundant; 
the albatross, the penguin, and the petered especially. In 
latitude 70° 23' some large islands of ice were encountered, 
and shortly afterwards the clouds to the southward were 
observed to he of a snowy whiteness, indicating the vicinity of 
fiold-ico. Tn latitude 7P 10', longitude 106° 54' W., the navi- 
gators were stopped, as before, by an immense frozen expanse, 
which filled the whole area of tho southern horizon. The 
northern edge of this expanse was ragged and broken, so firmly 
wedged together as to be utterly impassable, and extending 
about a mile to the southward. J-lehiml it the frozen surface 
was comparatively smooth for some distance, until terminated 
in the extreme background by gigantic ranges of ice mountains, 
the one towering above the other. Captain Cook concluded 
that this vast field reached the southern pole or was joined to 
a continent. Mr. J. N. Reynolds, whoso great exertions and 
perseverance have at longth succeeded in getting st?l on foot a 
national expedition, partly for tho purpose of exploring these 
regions, thus speaks of the attempt of tlie lie,solution :— “We 
are not surprised that Captain Cook was unable to go beyond 
71° 10', but we are astonished that he did attain that point 
on the inoridinn of 10C' 54' west longitude. Palmer's Land/ 
lies south of the Shetland, latitude 64", and tends to the 
southward and westward farther than any navigator has yet 
penetrated. Cook was standing for this land when his progress 
was arrested by tho ice ; which, wo apprehend, must always bo 
the £ase in that point, and so early in the season as the sixth 
of January—and we should not be surprised if a portion of the 
icy mountains described was attached to the main body 1 of 
Palmer's Land, or to some other portions of land lying farther 
to the southward and westward.” > 

. In 1803 Captains Kreutzenstern and Lisiausky were de¬ 
spatched by Alexander of Russia for the purpose of cirettta- 
Vavi gating the globe. In endeavouring to get south, they made 
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i»6 farther than 59* fifi', in longitude 70* 15' W. They here 
Inet with strong currents sotting eastwardly. Whale-. were 
abundant, but they saw no iee. In reyard to thin voyage, Mr. 
Reynolds observes that i r ICreutzen^tern liad arrived where ho 
did earlier in the sta^on he must have encountered iee; it was 
March when lie reached the latitude specified. The winds pre¬ 
vailing, as they do, fiotn the southwaid and westward, had 
carried the floes, aiiUnl by cum nt\ into that n y region bounded 
on the north by Georgia, oast by Samiwn li I .and and the South 
Orkneys ami vest by the South Shetland Islands 

In 1822 Captain .lames Weddell, of the British navy, with 
two very small voxels penetluted lartlur to the south than 
any previous na\iirat«»i, and this, too. without eneounteriug 
extraordinary difficulties, lie states that although ho was 
frequently hemmed in by ne bfjurc reaching the frueuty second 
parallel, yet, upon attaining it, not a paiti. le was to be dis 
covered, and that upon arming at the latitude of 71" 15', no 
holds, and only three islands, of ire were visible. It is some¬ 
what remaikable that, although vast Hocks of birds were seen, 
and other usual indications of lan 1, and although, south of the 
Shetland % unknown coasts were observed from the masthead 
tending southwardly, Weddell dmemuages the idea of land 
existing in the polar legions of the south. 

On the eleventh of January 1*23 Captain Benjamin Morrell, 
of tho American schooner Jf r a*j) t sailed from Kerguelen’s Land 
with a view of penetrating as far south as possible. On the 
first cl February he found himself m lati'udc 64° 52' 8., longi 
tilde 118" 27' & The following passage is extracted from his 
journal of that date:—“ The wind soon freshened to an eleventh 
knot breeze, and we embraced this opportunity of making to 
the west; being, however, convinced that the farther wo went 
south beyon 1 latitude sixty-four degrees, the less ice was to bo 
Apprehended, we steered a little to the southward, until wo 
f crossed the Antarctic circle, and were in latitude 69" 15' R la 
this latitude there was no field-ice. and very few i< o islands in* 

,* (Tudor the date of March fourteenth I find also this entrj^i 
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—“The mr.i was now entirely free of fifchl-ice, and there were 
not more Mian a dozen ice islands in sight. At the same time 
the temperature of the air and water was at loast thirteen* 
degrees higher (more mild) than we had ever found it between 
the puralhiU of sixty and sixty-two south. We wore now in 
latitude 70° 14' S., and the temperature of the air was forty- 
seven, and that of the water forty-four. In this situation I 
found the variation to he 11° 27' easterly per azimuth. .... 

I have several times passed within the Antarctic circle, on 
different meridians, and have uniformly found the temperature, 
both of the air and the water, to become more and more mild 
the farther I advanced beyond the sixty-fifth degree of south 
latitude, and that the variation decreases in the same propor¬ 
tion. While north of this latitude, say between sixty and 
sixty-five south, we frequently had great difficulty in finding 
a passage for the vessel between the immense and almost 
innumerable ice islands, some of which were from one to two 
miles in circumference, and more than five hundred feet above 
the surface of the water.’* 

Beiug nearly destitute of fuel and water, and without proper 
instruments, it being also late in the season* Captain Morrell 
was now obliged to put back, without attempting any farther 
progress to the westward, although an entirely open sea lay 
before him. He expresses the opinion that, had not these over¬ 
ruling considerations obliged him to retreat, he could have 
penetrated, if not to the pole itself, at least to the eighty-fifth 
parallel. I have given his ideas respecting these matters some¬ 
what at length, that the reader may have an opportunity of 
seeing how far they were borne out by my own subsequent 
experience. 

In 1831 Captain Briscoe, in the employ of the Messieurs 
Enderby, whale-ship owners of London, sailed in the brig . 
Idveltf for the South Seas, accompanied by the cutter Tula* 
On the twenty-eighth of February, being in latitude 66* 30' S. # 

' longitudo 47’ 13' E., he descried land, and u clearly discovered 
through the snow the black peaks of a range of mountains 
running E.S.E.” He remained in this neighbourhood during * 
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the whole of the following month, but was unable to approach 
the coast nearer than within ten leagues, owing to the boister¬ 
ous state of the weather. Finding it impossible to make 
farther discovery during this season, lie returned northward to 
winter in Van Diemen’s Land. 

In the beginning of 183*2 lie again proceeded southwardly, 
and on the fourth of February land was seen to the south-east 
in latitude 67° 1T>', longitude 09’ 29' W. This was soon found 
to be an island near the headland of the country he had first 
discovered. On the twenty-first of the month he succeeded in 
landing on tho latter, and took possession of it in the name of 
William IV., calling it Adelaide’s Island, in honour of tho 
English queen. These particulars being made known to the 
Royal Geographical Society of London, tho conclusion was 
drawn by that body “ that there is a continuous tract of land 
extending from 47° 30' E. to GO’ 29' W. longitude, running 
the parallel of from sixty-six to sixty-seven degrees south 
latitude,” In respect to this conclusion, Mr. Reynolds 
observes, “ In the correctness of it wc by no moans concur j 
nor do tho discoveries of Briscoe warrant any such inference. 
It was within these limits that Weddell proceeded south on a 
meridian to the east of Georgia, Sandwich Land, and the South 
Orkney and Shetland Islands.” My own experience will be 
found to testify most directly to the falsity of the conclusion 
arrived at by the Society. 

These are tho principal attempts which have been made at 
penetrating to a high southern latitude, and it will now be seen 
that there remained, previous to tho voyage of the Jane, nearly 
three hundred degrees of longitude in which the Antarctic 
circle had not been crossed at all. Of course a wide field lay 
before us for discovery, and it was with feelings of most intense 
interest that I heard Captain Guy express liis resolution of 
pushing boldly to the southward. 
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CHAPTER XVIE 

W f ] opt <>ur course vouth w «udU for four <1 iy>> aftt r giving up 
tho ac.iuli for (Jla^s’s ULuids, without inciting with aiiy ice at 
all. On the twenty-sixth, at noon, we wen* m latitude 63* 23' 

S, longitude 41° 25' W. We now saw sevcial Urge ice islands, 
and a floe of held up, not, however, of any great extent. The 
winds g. nci.dly blew from the south < ast or the north east, but 
weio viry light. Win never we had .\ wis telly wind, which* 
was seldom, it w.i-> mvanabh alien led with a rain squall. 
Every day we lnd more i*r h*ss snow r . The thermometer, on 
the twentj seventh, -dond at Unit} five 

Jitn'oni/ 1, 182s. Thi-> d.i} wo iouml our elves completely 
heliumd m by the iie, and our prospects looked cheerless 
indeed. A >tiong gale bh w dining the whole foTenoon from 
tho north-east, and dro\e laTgo (.alvei of the drift against the 
ludder and counter with such violent o that we all trembled for 
the consequence^ Towaids evening, the g.dc still blowing 
w ith fmy, a large field in front separated, and wo were enabled, 
by carrying a pre>s ot .sail, to force a passage through the smaller 
flakes into m me open water beyond. As wo approached this 
fctjxace wo took in sail by degrees, and having at length got 
char, lay to under a binglc reefed foresail. 

January 2. We had now tolerably pYwanfc weather. At 
noon wo found ourselves in latitude 60* 10' S., longitude 42* 
•JO' W, having crossed tho Amaictic circle. Very little ice 
wasi-o be seen to the southw.ud, although large fields of it lay 
behind us. This day wo rigged some sounding-gear, using a 
large iion pot capable of holding twenty gallons, and a line of 
two hundred fathom*. AVc found the current setting to the 
north, about a qtiai ter of a mile por hour. Tho temperature 
of tho air was now about thiity-tbree. Here we found the 
"variation to be 1 C 28' easterly per azimuth. - - e 

January 5. We had still held on to the southward wilhot^ 
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any very^roafc inipedinymts. On this morniug, however, being 
in latitude 73° 15' E., hmgitudo 42° 10' W,, wo were again 
brought to a stand by an immense expanse of firm ice. We 
law, nevertheless, much open water to the southward, and felt 
no doubt of being able to reach it eventually. Standing to the 
eastward along the edge of the lloe, we at length eame to a 
passage of about a mile in width, through which w« warped 
our way J>y sundown. Tim sea in which we now were was 
thickly covered with ice inland'-, but had no lichl ice, and we 
pushed on boldly .is btforo. The cold did not M«om toinciuase, 
although we had snow veiy frequently, and now and th *n hail 
squalls of great \ lolcm e. Immense flocks of tin* alhatioss flow 
over the Khooner this day, going fiom south c ist to ninth 
west. 

Jantuoy 7. The ^a .still remained putty well op< n, so that 
wo had no diilicultj m holding on our n>m-»e. To the wc* t- 
ward wo saw some icebergs of inendihle m/o, and in tho 
afternoon passed virv nc«u one whosi summit could not have 
been less than four bundled fathom* from the surface of tho 
ocean. Itsgiilhwas piolub 1 ), at the Imc, thite-ijuutciH of 
a league, and several streams of wabr vine tunning from 
crevices in its Mib**. Wo remained in wight of this island two 
days, and then only lost it in a fog. 

.January 10. Eaily this morning we had the misfortune to 
lose a man overboard. He was an Aimncan, named Peter 
Vredenburgh, a native of New Yoik, and was one of tho most 
«i valuable hands on board the schooner. Tn tromg over the bow s 
Ills foot Slipped, and he fell between two cakes of ire, never 
rising again. At noon of this day we were in latitude 78' 30', 
longitude 40* 15' W. The cold was now excessive, and wo 
bad hail squalls continually from the northwaid and uiblwaid. 
In this direction .also we saw several more immense hebergs, 
^*ud tho whole horizon to the eastward appeared to bo blocked 
lap with field-ice, rising in tiers, one mass alx»vc tho other* 
SomC driftwood floated by during tho evening, and a great 
* quantity of birds flew over, among w'hich were nellies, pcterels, 
^Yldbatrosses, and a large bird of a brilliant blue plumage. The 
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variation here per azimuth was less tthan it had Leen pre¬ 
viously to our {mssing the Antarctic circle. ' 

January 12. Our passage to the south again looked doubtful, 
as nothing was to he seen in the direction of the pole but one 
apparently limitless floe, hacked by absolute mountains of 
ragged ice, one precipice of which arose frowningly above the 
other. We stood to the westward until the fourteenth, in the 
hope of finding an entrance. * 

January 14. This morning we reached the western extremity 
of the field which had impeded ns, and, weathering it, came to 
an open sea, without a particle of ice. Upon sounding with 
two hundred fathoms, we here found a current setting south¬ 
wardly at the rate of half a mile per hour. The temperature 
of the air was forty-seven, that of the water thirty-four. Wo 
now sailed to the southward without meeting any interruption 
of moment until the sixteenth, when, at noon, we were in 
latitude 81" 21% longitude 42° W. We here again sounded, 
and found a current setting still southwardly, and at the rate 
of three-quarters of a mile per hour. The variation per 
azimuth had diminished, and the temperature of the air was 
mild and pleasant, the thermometer being as high as fifty-one. 
At this period not a particle of ice was to bo discovered. 
All hands on board now felt certain of attaining the pole. 

January 17. This day was full of iucident. Innumerable 
flights of birds flew over us from the southward, and several 
were shot from the deck: one of them, a species of pelican, 
proved to be excellent eating. About midday u small floe of 1 
ice was seen from the masthead off the larboard bow, and 
upon it there appeared to be some large animal. As the 
weather was good and nearly calm, Captain Guy ordered out 
two of the boats to see what it was. Dirk Peters and myself 
accompanied the mate in the larger boat. Upon coming up. 
with the floe, we perceived that it was in the possession of a., ; 
gigantic creature of the race of the Arctic bear, but fa* 
..exceeding in size the largest of these animals. Being well 
armed, we made no scruple of attacking it at once. Beyetal> " 
shots were fired in quick succession, the most of which took,}./ 
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effect apparently in Hie head and body. Nothing dis¬ 
couraged, however, the monster threw himself from the ice, 
and swam, with opon jaws, to the boat in which were Peters 
and myself. Owing: to the confusion which ensued among us 
at this unexpected turn of the adventure, no person was ready 
immediately with a second shot, ami tie* bear had actually 
succeeded in getting half his vast bulk across our gunwale, 
and seizing one of the men by the small of his back, before 
any efficient moans were taken to repel him. In this 
extremity nothing but the promptness and agility of Peters 
saved us from destruction. Leaping upon the back of the 
huge beast, he plunged the blade of a knife behind the neck, 
reaching the spinal marrow at a blow. The brute tumbled 
into the sea lifeless, and without a struggle, rolling over 
Peters as he fell. The latter soon recovered himself, and a 
rope being thrown him, lie secured the carcase before (Mitering 
the boat. W’e tlu n returned in triumph to the schooner, 
towing our trophy behind us. This bear, upon admeasure¬ 
ment, proved to be full fifteen feet in bis greatest length. 
His wool was perfectly white, and very coarse, curling tightly. 
The eyes were of a blood red, and larger than those of the 
Arctic boar—the snout also more rounded, rather resembling 
the snout of the bull-dog. The meat was tender, but ex¬ 
cessively rank aud fishy, although the men devoured it with 
aridity, and declared it excellent eating. 

Scarcely had we got onr prize alongside, when the man at 
{lie masthead gave the joyful shout of “ land on the sfarbmrd 
b‘)w / n All hands were now upon the alert, and, a breeze 
springing up very opportunely from the noi thward and east- 
. wWd, we were soon close in with the coast. It proved to be 
a low rocky islet, of about a league in circumference, and 
altogether destitute of vegetation, if we except a species of 
prickly pear. In approaching it from the northward, a 
Singular ledge of rock is seen projecting into the sea, and 
hearing a strong resemblance to corded bales of cotton. 
Abound this ledge to the westward is a small bay, hfc the 
Lbdttcm of which our boats effected a convenient landing. 
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It did not lake us long to explore every portion of the 
island, but, with one exception, wo found nothing worthy of 
our observation. In the southern extremity, we picked up 
near the shore, half buried in a pile of loose btoncs, a piece of 
wood, which seemed to have formed the prow of a canoe. 
There had been evidently some attempt at caning upon it, 
and Captain Guy farmed that he made out the figure of ft 
tortoise, but the resemblance did not strike me very forcibly. 
Besides this prow, if such it were, we found no other token 
that any living creature had ever been liere before. Around 
the coast we distovcml oceadonal small floes of ice—but 
these were \er\ few. Tire exact ‘■itiution of this islet (to 
which Captain Guy gave the name of Helmet's Islet, in honour 
of Iih partner in the ownership of the sihoonu*) is 82“ f»0' S. 
latitude, •12° 20' \\. lon.'itudc. 

We had now advanml to the southward more tlu.n eight 
dogi ei s fait her than any previous navigator'., and the sea still 
lay per icelly open before us. We found, too, that the variation 
uniformly decreased as wo proceeded, and, what was still more 
surprising, that the temperature of the air, and latterly of the 
water, became milder. Tire weather might even be called 
pleasant, and we had a steady but very gentle breeze always 
from some northern point of the compass. The sky was 
usually clear, with now and then a slight appearance of thin 
vapour m the southern horizon—this, however, was invariably 
of brief duration. Two difficulties alone presented themselves 
to our view; we were getting short of fuel, and symptoms of 
scurvy had occurred among several of the crew. These C0n» 
siderations began to impress upon Captain Guy the necessity 
of returning, and he spoke of it frequently. For my own part, 
confident as 1 was of soon arriving at land of some description 
upon the course we were pursuing, and having every reason to 
believe, from present appearances, that we should not find < it 
the sterile soil mot with in the higher Arctic latitude*, I 
warmly pressed upon him the expediency of persevering, At 
least for a few days longer, in the direction we were nOvf, 
holding. So tempting an opportunity of solving the g 
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problem in regard to an Antarctic continent had never yet been 
afforded to man, and I confess that I felt myself bursting with 
indignation at the timid and ill-timed suggestions of our 
commander. I believe, indeed, that wlmt I could not refrain 
from saying to him on this head had the effect of inducing him 
to push on. While, therefore, I cannot but lament the most 
unfortnnato and'bloody events which immediately arose from 
my advice* I must still be allowed to feel some degree of 
gratification at having been instrumental, however remotely, 
in opening to the eye of science one of the most intensely 
exciting secrets which has over engrossed its attention. 


CHAPTER XVIir. 

JANUARY 18. This morning * we continued to the southward, 
with the same pleasant leather as before. 'The sea was 
entirely smooth, the air tolerably warm and from the north* 
east, the temperature of the water fifty-three. We, now again 
got our sounding-gear in order, and, with a hundred and fifty 
fathoms of line, found the current setting towards the polo 
it the rate of a mile an hour. This constant tendency to the 
, t^ttthward, both in the wind and current, caused some degree 
of speculation, and even of alarm, in different quarters of the 
schooner, and I saw distinctly that no littlo impression had 

¥ l!r t 

The terms morning and cveui/vj, which I have made use of to avoid 
confusion in nay narrative, aa far as possible, must not, of course, bo taken 
inthelr ordinary sense. For a long time past we had no night at all, the 
^d&yfight being continual. The dates throughout are according to nautical 
thhtf, and the bearings must be understood as per compass, 1 would also 
in this place, that I cannot, in the first portion of what is hero 
written, pretend to strict accuracy in resect to dates, or latitudes and 
loJagitodts,*hiiving kept no regular journal until after tin period of which 
ii-Ja first portion treats lit many instances I have relied altogether upon 
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been made upon the mind of Captaip Guy. He ^Pas exceed¬ 
ingly sensitive to ridicule, however, and I finally succeeded in 
laughing him out of his apprehensions. The variation was 
now very trivial. In the course of the day wo saw several 
large whales of tho right species, and innumerable flights of 
the albatross passed over the vessel. Wo also picked Tip a 
bush, full of red berries, like those of the hawthorn, and the 
carcase of a singular-looking land animal. It wa? three feet 
in length, and but six inches in height, with four very short 
legs, the feet armed with long claws of a brilliant scarlet, and 
resembling coral in substance. The body was covered with a 
straight silky hair, perfectly white. The tail was peaked like 
that of a rat, and about a foot and a half long. The, head 
resembled a cat's, with the exception of the ears—these were 
flapped like the ears of a dog. The, twtb were of tho samo 
brilliant scarlet as the claws. 

January 10. To-day, being in latitude 83° 20', longitude 
•13° fi' W. (the sea being of an extraordinarily dark colour), 
we again saw land from the masthead, and, upon a closer 
scrutiny, found it to be one of a group of very large islands. 
Tho shore was precipitous, and the interior seemed to be well 
wooded, a circumstance which occasioned ns great jpy. In 
about four hours from our first discovering the laml, wo came 
to anchor in ten fathoms, sandy bottom, a league from the 
coast, as a high surf, with strong ripplps hero and there, 
rendered a nearer approach of doubtful expediency. The two 
largest boats were now ordered out, and a party, well armed 
(among whom were Peters and myself), proceeded to look for 
an opeuing in the reef which appeared to encircle the island, 
jffter searching about for some time, we discovered an inlet, 
which we were entering, when we saw four largo canoes put 
off from the shore, filled with men who seemed to be well 
armed. We waited for them to come up, and, as they moved 
with great rapidity, they were soon within hail. Captain Guy 
now held up a white handkerchief on the blade of an oar, 
when, the strangers made a full stop, and commenced a loud 
jabbering all at once, intermingled with occasional shouts, in 
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winch vv<f could distinguish the words Anmnoo-moo / and Lowir 
Lama / They continued this for at least half an hour, during 
which we had a good opportunity of observing their appearance. 

In the four canoes, which might have been fifty feet long 
and five broad, there were a hundred and ten savages in all. 
They were about the ordinary stature of Europeans, but of a 
more muscular and brawny frame. Their complexion a jet 
black, witfi thick and long woolly hair. They were clothed 
in skins of an unknown black animal, bhnggy and silk)', and 
made to lit the body with some degree of skill, the hair being 
insido, except where turned out about the neck, wrists, and 
ankles. Their arms consisted principally of clubs, of a dark 
and apparently very heavy wood. Some spt?arR, however, 
were observed among them, headed with flint, ami a few 
slings. The bottoms of the canoes were full of black stones 
about the size of a large egg. 

When they had concluded their harangue (for it was clear 
they intended their jabbering for such), one of them who 
seemed to be the chief stood up in the prow of his canoe, and 
made signs for us to bring our boats alongside of him. This 
hint we pretended not to understand, thinking it the wiser 
plan to maintain, if possible, the interval between us, as their 
number more than quadrupled our own. Finding this to be 
the case, the chief ordered the three other canoes to hold 
back, while he advanced towards us with his own. As soon 
as he came up with us he leaped on board the largest of our 
boats, and seated himself by the side of Captain Guy, pointing 
at the same time to the schooner, and repeating the words 
Anamoo-moo / and Lama-Lama / We now put back to the 
vessel, the four canoes following at a little distance*. 

Upon getting alongside, the chief evinced symptoms of 
extreme surprise and delight, clapping his hands, slapping his 
thighs and breast, and laughing obstreperously. His followers 
behind joined in his merriment, and for some minutes the din 
was so excessive as to be absolutely deafening. Quiet being 
at length restored, Captain Guy ordered the boate to lx; 
hoisted up as a necessary precaution, and gave the chief 
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(whose name we soon found to be Too-wit) to understand that 
wo could admit no more than twenty of his men on deck at 
one" time. With this arrangement lie appeared perfectly 
satisfied, and gave some directions to the canoes, when one of 
them approached, the rest remaining about fifty yards off. 
Twenty of the savages now got on board, and proceeded to 
ramble over every part of the deck, and scramble about 
among the rigging, making themselves much at home, and 
examining every article with great inquisitiveness. 

It was quite evident that they had never before seen any 
of tho white race, from whose complexion indeed they appeared 
to recoil. They believed the tJane to be a living creature, and 
seemed to be afraid of hurting it with the points of their 
spears, carefully turning them up. Our crew were much 
amused with the conduct of Toovit in one instance. The 
cook was splitting some wood near the galley, and by accident 
struck his axe into the deck, making a gash of considerable 
depth. The chief immediately ran up, and pushing the cook 
on one side rather roughly, commenced a halt-whine, half¬ 
howl, strongly indicative of sympathy in what he considered 
tho sufferings of the schooner, patting and smoothing tho gash 
with his hand, and washing it from a bucket of sea-water 
which stood by. This was a degree of ignorance for which 
we wore not prepared, and for my part I could not help 
thinking some of it affected, - 

When tho visitors had satisfied, as well as they could, their 
curiosity in regard to our upper work 1 *, they were admitted ' 
below, when their amazement exceeded all bounds. Their 
astonishment now appeared far too deep for words, for they 
roamed about in silence, broken only by low ejaculations. 
The arms afforded them much food for speculation, and they 
were suffered to handle and examine them at leisure. I do* 
not believe that they had the least suspicion of their actual 
use, but rather took them for idols, seeing the care we bad 
of them, and the attention with which wo watched thehf: 
movements while handling them. At the great guns their;* 
wonder was redoubled. They approached them with evtirf 
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mark of the profound^ reverence and awe, but forbore to 
examine them minutely. There were two large mirrors in tlio 
cabin, and hero was the acme of their amazement. Too-wit 
was the first to approach them, and he had got in the middle 
of the cabin, with his face to one and his back to the other 
before he fairly perceived them. Upon raising bin eyes and 
seeing his reflected self in the glass, I thought the savage 
would go # mad, but upon turning short round to inako a 
retreat, and beholding himself a second time in the opposite 
direction, I was afraid he would expire upon the spot. No 
persuasion could prevail upon him to take another look, but 
throwing himself upon the floor with his faco buried in his 
hands, he remained thus until we were obligod to drag him 
upon deck. 

The whole of the savages were admitted on board in this 
manner, twenty at a time, Too-wit being buffered to remain 
during the entire p *riod. We saw'no disposition to thievery 
among them, nor did w't* miss a bingle aitide alter their 
departure. Throughout the whole, of theii visit they evinced 
the most friendly manner. There were, hnwc\er, none points 
in their demeanour which we found it impossible to undei- 
stand; for example, we could not get them to appioach sc\oral 
Very harmless ohjocts, such as the schooner’s sails, an egg, an 
open book, or a pan of Hour. We endeavoured to ascertain 
if they bad among them any articles which might be turned 
tp account in the w*ay of traffic, but found great difficulty 
m being comprehended. We, made out, m veitheless, what 
greatly astonished us, that the islands abounded in the largo 
tortoise of the Gallipagos, one of which we mw in the canoe 
Of Too-wit. We saw also some Uche de mcr in the hands of 
one of the.savages, who was greedily devouring it in iu 
natural state. These anomalies, for they were such when 
considered in regard to the latitude, induced Captain Guy to 
.Wish for a thorough investigation of the country, in the hope 
of making a profitable speculation in his discovery. For my 
ewjfcpart? anxious as I was to know something more of these 
Wads, I was still more earnestly bent on prosecuting the 
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voyage to the southward without del^y. We had'now fine 
weather, but there was no telling how long it would last, and 
being already in the eighty-fourth parallel, with an open sea 
before us, a current setting strongly to the southward, ami the 
wind fair, I could not listen with any patience to a proposition 
of stopping longer than was absolutely necessary for the health 
of the crew and the taking on board a proper supply of fuel 
and fresh provisions. I represented to the captain that we 
might easily make this group on our return, and winter hero 
in the event of being blocked up by the ice. He at length 
came into my views (for in some way hardly known to myself 
I had acquired much influence over him), and it was finally 
resolved that, even in the event of our liuding Inrhe de mer , we 
should only stay here a week to recruit, and then push on to 
the southward while we might. Accordingly we rnado every 
necessary preparation, amt under the guidance of Too-wit got 
the Jane through the reef in safety, coming to anchor about a 
mile from the shore in an excellent bay, completely land-locked, 
on the south-eastern coast of the main island, and in ten 
fathoms of water, black sandy bottom. At the head of this 
bay there were three fino springs (we were told) of good water, 
and wo saw abundance of wood in the vicinitj’. The four 
canoes followed us in, keeping, however, at a respectful - 
distance. Too-wit himself remained on board, and upon our 
dropping anchor, invited us to accompany him on shore, 
and visit his village in the interior. To this Captain Guy 
consented, and ten savages being left on board as hostages,* 
a party of us, twelve in all, got in readiness to attend the 
chief. We took care to be well armed, yet without evincing 
ai\y distrust. The schooner had her guns run out, her 
boarding-nettings up, and every other proper precaution was 
taken to guard against surprise. Directions were left with the 
chief mate to admit no person on board during our absence, 
and in the event of our not appearing in twelve hours, to send 
the cutter with a swivel round the island in search of us. < 

At every step we took inland the conviction forced itself 
upon us that we were in a country differing essentially fra#* 
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any hitWto visited ,bv civilised men.' Wc saw nothing with 
which we had been formerly conversant. The trees resembled 
no growth of either the torrid, the temperate, or the northern 
frigid zones, and were altogether unlike those of the lower 
southern latitudes wo had already traversed. The very rocks 
were novel in their mass, their colour, ami their stratification; 
and the streams themselves, utterly incredible as it may appear, 
had so little in common with those of other climates, that we 
were scrupulous of tasting them, and indeed lmd difficulty in 
bringing ourselves to believe that their qualities were purely 
those of nature. At a small brook which crossed our path 
(the first we had reached) Too-wit and his attendants halted to 
drink. On account of the singular character of the water, we 
refused to taste it, supposing it to bo polluted j and it was not 
until some time afterwards we came to understand that such 
was the appearance of the streams throughout the whole group. 
I am at a loss to give a distinct idea of the nature of thin liquid, 
and cannot do so without many words. Although it flowed 
with rapidity in all declivities where common water would do 
so, yet never, except when falling in a cascade, had it the cus¬ 
tomary appearance of linip'uhty. It was, nevertheless, in point 
of fact, as perfectly limpid as any limestone water in existence, 
the difference being only in appearance. At first sight, and 
especially in cases where little declivity was found, it bore 
resemblance, as regards consistency, to a thick infusion of gum- 
arabic in common water. Hut tins was only the? least remark* 
able of its extraordinary qualities. It was not colourless, nor 
was it of any one uniform colour—presenting to the cyo as it 
flowed every possible shade of purple, like the hues of a change¬ 
able silk. This variation in shade was produced in a mariner 
which excited as profound astonishment in the minds of our 
pfcrty as the mirror hail done in the case of Too-wit. Upon 
collecting a basinful, and allowing it to settle thoroughly, we 
perceived that the whole mass of liquid was made up of a 
number of distinct veins, each of a distinct hue : that these 
vein? did not commingle; and that their cohesion was.perfoct 
in regard to their own particles among themselves, and imper* 
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f«*ct in regard to neighbouring veins. \Tpon passing file blade 
of a knife athwart the veins, the water closed over it immedi- 
afcely as with us, nml also, in withdrawing it, all traces of the 
pnf-sogi* of the knife were instantly obliterated. If, however, 
the blade was parsed down accurately between the two veins, a 
perfect separation was < ieeted, which the power of cohesion 
did not immediately rectify. The phenomena of this water 
formed the first definite link in that vast chain of,apparent 
miracles with which I was destined to l>© at length encircled. 


(’HAITKK XIX. 

Wk ueio nearly three hours in reaching the village, it being 
more than nine miles in the interior, and the path lying through 
a rugged country. As we passed along, the party of Too-wit 
(the whole hundred aiul ten savages of the canoos) was 
momentarily strengthened by smaller detachments, of from 
two to six or seven, which joined us, as if by accident, at 
• different turns in the road. There appeared so much of system 
in this that X could not help feeling distrust, and I spoke to 
Captain Guy of my apprehensions. It was now too late, how* 
ever, to recede, and we. concluded that our be? t security lay in 
evincing a perfect confidence in the good faith of Too-wit, We 
accordingly went on, keeping a wary eye upon the manoeuvres 
of the savages, and not permitting them to divide our numbers 
by pushing in between. In this way, passing through a pre¬ 
cipitous ravine, we at length reached what we were told was 
the only collection of habitations upon the island. As we cams 
in sight of them, the chief set up a shout, and frequently re* 
peated the word Khd-Klock; which we supposed to be the 
name of the village, or perhaps the generic name ibr villages.. 

The •dwellings were of the most miserable description 
imaginable, and, unlike those of even the lowest of the savnp 
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races with which mankind are acquainted, were of no uniform 
plan. Some of thorn (and those we found belonged to tho 
ffampoos or X'amjwot, the grout men of the land) consisted of 
a tree cut down at about four foot from the root, with a large 
black skin thrown over it, and hanging in loose fold* upon the 
ground. Under this the savage nestled. Others were formed 
by means of rough limbs of tiecs. with tho withered foliage 
Upon thorn, made to recline at nn unido of forty-live degrees 
against a bank of clay, heajied up, without regular form to the 
height of five or six feet. Otlx r*-, again, were mere lodes dug 
in the earth perpendinihirly, and covered over with .similar 
branches, these being removed when the tenant was about to 
enter, and pulled on again win n lie hail entered. A lew wore 
built among the forked limbs oi tiers as they Mood, the upper 
limbs being paitially cut through, so a., to bend over upon tho 
lower, thus forming thick* r shelter from the w* arbor. Tho 
greater number, howcver, consisted of small shallow eav orris, 
apparently scratched in tin* face of a precipitous ledge of dark 
stone resembling fuller's earth, with which three sides of tho 
village were bounded. At the door of each of iht^o primitive 
caverns was a small rock, which the tenant carefully placed 
before the entrance upon leaving his residence, for what 
purpose I could not ascertain, as tho stone itself was never of 
sufficient size to close up more than a third of tho opening. 

This village, if it were worthy of the name, lay in a valley 
of some depth, and could only be approached from the south¬ 
ward, the precipitous ledgo of which I have already spoken 
cutting off all access in other directions. Through the middle 
of the valley ran a brawling stream of the same m i^ical-looking 
Water which has been described. Wo saw several strange 
a nima t s about the dwellings, all appearing to lx; thoroughly 
„ ^domesticated. The largest of these creatures resembled our 
common hog in the structure of tho body and snout; the tail, 
however, was bushy, and the legs slender as those of the 
antelope. Its motion was exceedingly awkward and indecisive,^ 
and Wnever saw it attempt to run. We noticed also several 
animals very similar in appearance, but of greater length oi 



THE NARRATIVE OF 


312 

1>o<ly, and covered with a black wool*, Tliero were a great 
variety n! tamo fowls running about, and these seemed to con¬ 
stitute the rhii't food of the natives. To our astonishment we 
mi w hl.uk alhatroHs among these birds in a state of entire 
doinesthatmn, going to sea periodically for food, but always 
returning to tho village as a home, and udug tho southern 
shore in tho vicinity as a place of incubation. There they were 
joined by their blends tho pelicans ;i3 usual, hut these latter 
never followed them to the dwellings of the savages. Among 
tin* other kinds of i.mm fowls wen* duck*, di He ring very little 
tioni tin* canvas-luck of our own country, black gannets, and 
a large bud not unlike the buzzard in appearance, but not 
eainivoroiiiN. Of fi-h time .>ocmed to be a great abundance. 
We saw during our \r-ut a quautitv of dried salmon, rock-cod, 
blue dolphin**, mackerel, blackfill, skate, conger-cels, elephant- 
lihli, mullets, soles, p,a lot lid), leather jackets, gurnards, hake, 
tloundei.s, paracutas, and mnuiaetahlo other varieties. Wo 
notned, too, that most of them were similar to the fish about 
tho group of the Loid Auckland Islands, rn a latitude as low 
as fifty-one degrees south. The (Jalhpago tortoise was also 
very plentiful. We saw but few wild animals, and none of a 
large size, or of a specie's with which we were familiar. One 
or tv\.> ser (writs of a formidable aspect crossed our path, but 
the natives paid them little attention, and we concluded that 
they were not venomous. 

As we approai hed tho ullage with Too-wii and his party, a 
vast crowd of the people rushed out to meet us, with loud 
bhoiiU, among which we could only distinguish the everlasting 
dnowxt-mo'if and Lama-Lama I Wo were much surprised at 
perceiving that, with one or two exceptions, these new-comers 
wore entirely naked, the skins being used only by tire men of 
the canoes. All the weapons of the country seemed also to be 
in tho poss.es.-ion of the latter, for there was no appearance of 
any among tho villagers*. There were a great many women 
and children, tho former not altogether wanting in what might 
be termed personal beauty. They wore straight, tall, and 
well formed, with a grace aud freedom of carriage not to bo 

t 
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found ift civilised society. Their lips, however, like those of 
the men, were thick and clumsy, so that, oven when laughing, 
the teeth were never disclosed. Their hair was of a liner 
texture than that of the males. Among these naked villagers 
there might have been ten or twelve who were clothed, like 
the party of Too-wit, in dresses of black skin, and armed with 
lances and heavy clubs. These appeared to have great 
influence among the rest, and were always addressed by the 
title ffamjxjo. These, too, wore the tenants of the black skin 
palaces. That of Too wit was si United in the centre of the 
village, and was much larger and somewhat better constructed 
than others of its kind. The tree which formed its support 
was cut off at a distance of twelve feet or thereabouts from 
the root, and them were several branch os left just below 
the cut, these serving to extend the covering, and in this 
way prevent its flapping about the trunk. The covering, 
too, which consisted of four v*ry large skins fastened 
together with wooden skewers, was ocrured at tin* bottom 
with pegs driven through it ami into the ground. The 
floor wa* strewed with a (juantity of dry leaves by way of 
carpet. 

To this hut wc were conducted with great solemnity, and 
as many of the natives crowded in after m as possible, 
Too-wit seated himself on the leaves, and made signs that w« 
should follow his example. This wo did, and presently found 
ourselves in a situation peculiarly uncomfortable, if indeed not 
critic/* 1, We were on the ground, twelve in number, with the 
savages, as many as forty, sitting on their hams so closely 
around us that, if any disturbance had arisen, we should have 
found it impossible to make use of our arms, or indeed to have 
risen on our feet. Tho pressure was not only inside the tent, 
but outside, where probably was every individual on the 
whole island, the crowd being prevented from trampling us to 
death only by the incessant exertions and vociferations of 
Too-wit. Our chief security lay, however, in the presence of 
Too-Wit himself among ua, and wc resolved to stick by bilk 
closely, as the best chance of extricatiug ourselves from the 
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dilemma, sacrificing him immediately upon the && appear¬ 
ance of hostile design* 

After some trouble & certain degree of quiet was restored, 
when the chief addressed us in a speech of great length, and 
very nearly resembling the one delivered in the canoes, with 
the exception that the Anarnoo-moosJ were now somewhat 
more strenuously insisted upon than the Lama-Lamas / We 
listened in profound silence until the conclusion of his harangue, 
when Captain Guy replied by assuring the chief of his eternal 
friendship and good-will, concluding what he had to say by a 
present of several strings of blue heads and a knife. At the 
former the monarch, much to our surprise, turned up his nose 
with some expression of contempt ; but the knife gave him 
the most unlimited satisfaction, and ho immediately ordered 
dinner. This was handed into the tent over the heads of the 
attendants, and consisted of the palpitating entrails of a 
species of unknown animal, probably one of the slim-legged 
hogs which we had observed in our approach to the village* 
Seeing us at a loss how to proceed, lie began, by way of 
setting us an example, to devour yard after yard of the 
enticing food, until we could possibly stand it no longer, and 
ovinced such manifest symptoms of rebellion of stomach as 
inspired his majesty with a degree of astonishment only 
inferior to that brought about by tho looking-glasses. We 
declined, however, partaking of the delicacies before us, and 
endeavoured to make him understand that we had no appetite 
whatever, having just finished a hearty dfynner. 

When tho monarch had made an end ot his meal, we com¬ 
menced a series of cross-quehtioning in every ingenious manner 
we could <levise, with a view of discovering what were the 
chief productions of the country, and whether any of them 
might be turned to profit. At length he seemed to have some 
idea of our meaning, and offered to accompany us to a part of 
the coast whore he assured us the biche de mar (pointing to a 
specimen of that animal) was to he found in great abundance, 
‘We were glad at this early opportunity of escaping from the 
oppression of the crowd, and signified our eagerness to pro* 
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coed, We now left the tent, and, accompanied by tbe whole 
population of the villajh, followed the chief to the south-oastm 
extremity of the island, not far from the bay where our vesso 
lay at anchor. We waited here for about au hour, until th< 
four canoes were brought round l>y nmio of the savages to oui 
station. The whole of our party then getting into one o 
them, we were paddled along the edge of the reef before men¬ 
tioned, and of another still farther out, where, wc sawn fargreatei 
quantity of biche de m?r than the oldest seamen among us hat 
overseen in those groups of the lower latitudes most celebrated 
for this article of commerce. We stayed near these reefs onl) 
long enough to satisfy ourselves that we could easily load i 
dozen vessel* with the animal if necessary, when we wer< 
taken alongside the schooner, and parted with Too-wit, aftci 
obtaining from him a promise that he would bring us in tin 
course of twenty-four hours as many of tin* canvas back ducki 
and Gallipago tortoises as bis canoe-* would bold. In tin 
whole of this adventure wo saw nothing in the demeanoui 
of the natives calculated to ncato suspicion, with the singb 
exception of tbe systematic manner in which their party wa 1 
strengthened duting our route from the schooner to tin 
village. 


CHAPTER XX. 

Thb chief was as good as his word, and we were soon plenti¬ 
fully supplied with fresh provision. We found the tortoises 
oa fine as wo hod ever seen, aud the ducks surpassed our best 
Species of wild-fowl, being exceedingly tender, juicy, and well 
flavoured. Besides these, the savages brought us, upon our 
making them comprehend our wishes, a vast quantity of brown 
celery and scurvy-grass, with a canoe-load of fresh fish and 
acme drted. The celery was a treat indeed, and the* scurvy* 
s proved of incalculable benefit in restoring those of our 
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won who had shown «y nipt orris of disease. In a \ ery short 
time wo had not a single person on the biok-list. We had also 
plenty of other kinds of fresh provision, among which may be 
mentioned a spetieo of shell in>h resembling the mussel in 
shape, hut with the taste of an oyster. Shrimps, too, and 
piawiw who abundant, and albatross ami other birds’ eggs 
with daik blielK We took in, too, a plentiful stock of the 
tlesh of the hog which 1 have mentioned before. AJost of the 
mon found it n palatable food, but 1 thought it iisliy and other¬ 
wise disagreeable. Jn letuin for tlic^e good things we pre- 
scuted the natives with blue Vads, brass trinkets, moils, 
knivo-, and pieces of lul cloth, they being fully delighted in 
the exchango. We olablUhod a legular market on shore, 
just undorthc guns of the schooner, whole our batterings wore 
car lied on with every apj>eai.ince ot good faith, and a degree 
of order which their conduct at the vill.ige of Klock-Kluck had 
not led us to expert from tho savages. 

Matt oh W’ent on tliun very amicably for bevcral days, 
during which paities of the natives were frequently on hoard 
the hthoonci, and parties of our men frequently on shore, 
making long om tusions into the interior, and receiving no 
molestation whatever. Finding the easo with which the 
vess« l might be loaded with biche de mu y owing to the friendly 
disposition of the inlanders, and the readiness with which 
the) would render us assistance in collecting it, Captain Guy 
re 'olvod to enter into negotiation with Too-w it for the erection 
of suitable houses in which to euro the article, and for the 
8t'i vices of himself and tribe in gathering as much as possible, 
while lie himself took advantage of the tine weather to pro- 
sqputo his voyage to the southward. Upon mentioning this 
project to tho chief, he seemed very willing to enter into an 
agreement. A bargain was accordingly struck, perfectly 
satisfactory to both parties, by which it was arranged that, 
after making tho necessary preparations, such as laying off the 
proper gi omuls, erecting a portion of the buildings, and doing 
some other w ork in which the whole of om crew \vould be 
requued, the schooner should pioceei on her route, leaving 
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three of her men on £he island to superintend the fulfilment 

of the project, and instruct the natives in drying the hick? <U 

tmr. In regard to terms, tin so wore made to dejumd upon 

the exertions of the savage* in our absence. They worn to 

receive a stipulated quantity of blue heads, knives, rod doth, 

and so forth, for eveiy certain number of piculs of the bkfu de 

mer which should be ready on our return. 

•* 

A description of the nature of this important article of com 
niercc, and the method of propping it, may prove of some 
interest to my reader-, and I can find no moie suitable place 
than this for introducing an account of it. The following 
coinpicheiisivc notice of the mib-tanee taken fiom a modern 
history ot a voyage of the South Sea-. 

“it is that nutlhiu'i from the Indian Seas which is known 
in commerce by tin* Fiench name bn a r he dr m> r (a nice morsel 
from the sea). It 1 am not much mistaken, the eoldnatud 
Cuvier calls it •jasteiopmla imhitomfon. It is abundantly 
gathered in the coasts id the 1‘anfn Islands, and gathered 
especially for the Chinese market, whcie it commands a great 
price, perhaps as much as the uiuch-talked-of edible birds’ 
nests, which are probably made up of the gelatinous matter 
picked up by a specie"* of swallow from the body of these 
molluscs}. They have no shell, no legs, nor any prominent 
part, except an absorbing and an fxetdot y, opposite organs; but 
by their elastic wings, like caterpillars or wopns, they creep 
In shallow waters, in which, when low, they can be seen by a 
kind vd swallow*, the slurp bill of which, inserted in the soft 
animal, draws a gummy and filamentous substance, which, by 
drying, can be wrought into the solid walls of their nest. 
Hence the name of gasteropoda pulmonifera. 

"This mollusca is oblong, and of different sizes, from three 
to eighteen inches in length; and I have seen a few that were 
not less than two feet long. They are nfaily round, a little 
flatfish on one side, which lies next the bottom of the sea; 
mid they are from one to eight inches thick. They crawl ug 
into shallow waters at particular seasons of the year,*probably 
for the purpose of gendering, as we often find them in pairs. 
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It is when the sun has the most power m the water, rendering 
it tepid, that they approach the shore; and they often go tip 
into places so shallow that, on the tide’s receding, they aw 
loft dry, exposed to the heat of the sun. But they do not 
bring foith their young in shallow water, as we never see any 
of their progeny, and the full-giown ones are always olweived 
coming m from deep water. They feed principally on that 
class of zoophytes which produce the »oial. 

“The fit'/e (h inn is gemtallt taken in three or four feet 
water; after which they are hi ought on shore, and split at one 
end with a knife, the incision being one inch or more, accord¬ 
ing to the si/e of tho mollusca. Through this opening the 
entrails aie toiced out by pressure, and they are much like 
those of any other small tenant of the deep. Tho article is 
then washed, and allot wank hoi led to a certain degree, which 
must not he too limth 01 too little r l h« y an* then buried in 
the giouml for four horn’s, thin boiled again for a short time, 
after which they are dried, either by the firo or the sun. 
Those cured by the bun aie woith tho most, but where one 
picul (13 34 lbs.) (Mil be cut ed tlj.it way, I can euro thirty piculs 
by the fiio. Whon once properly cured, they can l>o kept in 
a dry place for two or three years without any risk; but they 
should be examined once m every few months, say four times 
a year, to see if any dampness is likely to affect them. 

“ The' Chine.se, as before stated, consider brhe de mer a very 
great luxury, believing that it wonderfully strengthens and 
nourishes the system, and renews the exhausted system of the 
immoderate voluptuary. The first quality commands a high 
price in Canton, being worth ninety dollars a picul; the second 
quality, seventy-five dollars; the third, fifty dollars; the fourth, 
thirty dollars; the fifth, twenty dollars; the sixth, twelve 
dollars; the seventh, eight dollars; and the eighth, four dollars; 
small cargoes, however, will often bring more in Manilla* 
Singapore, and Batavia.' 1 

An agreement hat ing been thus entered into, we proceeded 
immediately to land everything necessary* for preparing the 
buildings and clearing the ground. A large flat space near 
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the eastern shore of the bay was selected, where there was 
plenty both of wood arfd water, ami within a convenient dis¬ 
tance of the principal reefs on which the licite de mcr was to 
he procured. Wo now all set to work in good earnout, and 
coon, to the great astonishment of the savages, had felled a 
sufficient number of trees for our purpose, getting them quickly 
In order for tho fra mow oik of the* houses, which in two or 
three days were so far umh r way that we could safely trust 
the rest of tho work to the three men whom we intended to 

leave behind. These weio John t arson, Alfred IIarri.%- 

Peterson (all natives of London, I believe), who volunteered 
their services in this rcxpect. 

By the last of the month we had cver^ thing in readiness for 
departure. We had agreed, however, to pay a formal visit of 
leave-taking to the village, and Too-wit insisted so pertinaci¬ 
ously upon our keeping the promise, that wo did not think it 
advisable to run the risk of offending him bj a final refusal. 

I believe that not one of us hail at ibis time the slightest 
suspicion of the good faith of the savages. They had uniformly 
behaved with the greatest decorum, aiding u* with alacrity in 
our work, offering us their commodities, frequently without 
price, and never, in any instance, pilfeiiug a single article, 
although the high value they set upon the goods we had with 
us was evident by the extravagant demonstrations of joy always 
manifested upon our making them a present. The women 
especially were most obliging in every respect, hnd, upon the 
whole, we should have been the most suspicious of human 
beings had we entertained a single thought of perfidy on tho 
part of the people who treated us so well. A very short while 
sufficed to prove that this apparent kirn!ness of disposition 
was only the result of a deeply-laid plan for our destruction, 
and that the islanders, for whom we entertained such inordinate 
feelings of esteem, were among the most barbarous, subtle, 
atid bloodthirsty wretches that ever contaminated the fiice of 
the globe. 

' tfc was on the first of February that we went on shore for* 
the purpose of visiting the village. Although, as said before. 
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we entertained not the slightest suspicion, still no proper pro- 
caution was neglected. Six men wer@ left in the schooner, 
with instructions to permit none of the savages to approach 
the vessel during our absence, under any pretence whatever, 
and to remain constantly on deck. The boarding-nottings 
were up, the guns double-shotted with grape and canister, and 
the swivels loaded with canisters of musket balls. She lay, 
with her anchor apeak, about a mile from the shore, and no 
canoo could approach her in any direction without being 
distinctly seen and exposed to the full fire of our swivels 
immediately. 

The six men being left on board, our shore party consisted 
of thirty-two persons in all. We were aimed to the teeth, 
having with us muskets, pistols, and cutlasses, besides each a 
long kind of seaman’s knife, somewhat resembling the bow r ie* 
knife now so much used throughout our western and southern 
country. A hundred of the black skin warriors met us at the 
landing for the purpose of accompanying us on our way. We 
noticed, however, with some surprise, that they were now 
entirely without arms; and upon questioning Too-wit in 
relation to this circumstance, he merely answered that Mullet 
non tee ]>a jut si —meaning that, there was no need of arms 
whole all were brothers. Wc took this in good part, and 
proceeded. 

Wo had passed the spring ancl rivulet of which I before 
spoke, and were now entering upon a narrow gorge leading 
through the chain of soapstone hills among which the village 
was situated. This gorge was very rocky and uneven, so 
much so that it was with no little difficulty we scrambled 
through it on onr first visit to Klock-Klock. The whole 
length of the ravine might have been a mile and a half,, or ’ 
probably two miles. It wound in every possible direction 
through the hills (having apparently formed, at some remote 
period, the bed of a torrent), in no instance proceeding 
more than twenty yards without an abrupt turn. The 
* sides of this dell would have averaged, I am sure, seventy 
or eighty feet in perpendicular altitude throughout the 
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whole oft their extent, and in some portions they arose to 
an astonishing height,Overshadowing the pass so completely 
that but little of tho light of day could penetrate*. The 
general width was about forty feet, and occasionally it 
diminished so as not to allow the passage of more than live 
or six persons abreast. In short, there could he no place 
in the world better adapted for tho consummation of an 
ambuscade, and it was no more than natural that we should 
look carefully to our arms as we entered upon it. When 
I now think of our egregious folly, the chief subject of 
astonishment seems to be that we should have ever venturod, 
under any circumstances, so completely into the power of 
unknown savages as to permit them to march both before 
and behind us in our progress through this ravine. Yot 
such was tho order we blindly took up, trusting foolishly to 
the force of our party, the unarmed condition of Too-wifc 
and his men, the certain efficacy of our firearms (whose 
effect was yet a secret to the natives), and more than all to 
the long-sustained pretension of friendship kept up by these 
infamous wretches. Five or six of them went on before, as 
if to lead tho way, ostentatiously busying themselves in 
removing the larger stones and rubbish from th(; path. 
Next came our own party. Wc walked closely together, 
taking care only to prevent separation. Behind followed 
the mam body of the savages, observing unusual order and 
decorum. * 

> Dirk Peters, a man named Wilson Allen, and myself, were 
on the right of our companions, examining, as we went along, 
the singular stratification of the precipice which overhung us. 
A fissure in the soft rock attracted our attention. It was 
about wide enough for one person to enter without squeezing, 
and extended back into the hill some eighteen or twenty feet 
hi a straight course, sloping afterwards to the left. The 
height of the opening, as far as we could sec into it from the 
main gorge, was perhaps sixty or seventy feet. There were 
one or two stunted shrubs growing from the crevices, bearing* 
% species of filbert, which I felt some curiosity to examine) 
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and pushed in briskly for that purpose, gathering frre or six 
of the nuts at a grasp, and then hastily retreating. As I 
turned, I found th.it Peters and Allen had followed m& I 
desired them to go hark, as there was not room for two 
persons to pass, saying they should have some of my nuts. 
They accordingly turned, and were scrambling back, Alien 
being close to the m mth of the figure, when 1 was suddenly 
awaro of a concussion resembling nothing I had ever before 
experienced, and which impr<»M*d me with a vague concep¬ 
tion, if indeed 1 then thought of anything, that the whole 
foundations of the solid globe were suddenly rent asuuder, 
and that the day of univci^al dissolution was at hand. 


CHAPTER XXL 

As soon a>< I could collect my aiatteied senses, 1 found 
mjM'lf neaily suffocated, and grovelling in utter darkness 
among a quantity of 1oom» earth, which was also falling 
upon ino heavily in every dilection, threatening to bury mo 
entirely. Horribly alarmed at this idea, I struggled to gain 
my feet, and at length succeeded. I then remained motion¬ 
less for some moments, endeavouring to conceive what had 
happened to me, and where I wan. Presently I heard a deep 
groan just at my car, and afterwards the smothered voice of 
Peters calling to me for aid in the name of l-rod. I scrambled 
oit^or two paces forward, when I foil directly over the head 
and shmildeis of my companion, who, I soon discovered, was 
buried in a loose mass of earth as far as his middle, and 
struggling desperately to free himself from the pressure. X 
tore tlie dirt fiom around him with all the energy I could 
command, aud at length succeeded in getting him out t 
* As soon as we sufficiently recovered from our fright and 
surprise to be capable of converging rationally, we both came 



'ARTHUR QORDOX PVH, 353 

to the conclusion thaj the walls of the fissure in which wo 
had ventured had, by some convulsion of nature, or probably 
from their own weight, caved in overhead, and that we were 
consequently lost for ever, being thus entombed alive. F»u 
a long time we gave up supinely to the most intense agony 
and despair, such as cannot be adequately imagined by thos»e 
who have never been in a similar situation. 1 thinly believed 
that no iycident ever oecimiug in tin* course of human event* 
is more adapted to inquic the Miprenicm^s of mental and 
liodily distress than a ease like our own, of lning inhumation. 
The blackness of d.irkm <*s which cmelopis the victim, the 
tern fie, oppression of lungs, tin* Miflin. r fumes from the damp 
earth, unite with the ghastly eou-.idoi.ition** that we are 
beyond the remotest confines of hope, and that Mich is tin 
allotted portion «1 0« dm>/ % to <-nriy into the human heart« 
degree of appalling awe and horroi not to he tolerat'd ncu r 
to be conceived. 

At length Veters propos'd that w<* should endeavour to 
ascertain precisely tin* extent of our calamity, and grope 
about our prison ; it being barely possible, he ob-eive< 1, tlut 
some opening initdit be yet left ns for escape. I caught 
eagerly at this hope, and arousing myself to exertion, 
attempted to force my way through the loose earth 
Hardly had I advanced a single step before a glimmer 
of light became perceptible, enough to convince me that, at 
all events, we should not immediately perish for want of air 
We no.v took some degree of heart, and oncouriged each 
Other to hope for the best. Having scrambled over a hank 
of rubbish which impeded our farther progress in the direr, 
tfon of the light, we found less difficulty in advancing, ami 
also experienced some relict from the excessive oppicssion 
of lungs which had tormented us. Vre u cntly we weio 
enabled to obtain a glimpse of the object* around, and 
discovered that wo were near the extremity of the straight 
portion of the fissure, where it made a turn to the left. A 
few struggles more, and we reached the bend, when,-to our 
inexpressible joy, there appeared a long seam or crack extend- 
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iug upward a vast distance, generally, at an angle*of about 
forty-five degrees, although sometimes much more precipitous. 
Wo could not see through the whole extent of this opening; 
but as a good deal of light came down it, wc had little doubt 
of finding at the top of it (if we could by any means reach 
the top) a clear passage into the open air. 

1 now called to mind that three of us had entered the 
fissure from the main gorge, and that our companion, Alien, 
was still missing ; we determined at once to retrace our steps 
and look for him. After a long search, and much danger 
fioin the further caung in of the earth above u% Peters at 
length cried out to me that he had hold of our companion's foot, 
and that his whole body was deeply buried beneath the rubbish, 
be} ond a possibility of extricating him. 1 soon found that what 
lie said was too true, and that, of course, life had been long 
extinct. With sonowful hearts, therefore, we left the corpse 
to its fate, and again made our nay to the bend. 

The breadth of the seam was barely sufficient to admit us, 
and utter one or two ineffectual efforts at getting up, we began 
once more to despair. I lun e before *;iid that the chain of 
hills through which ran the main gorge was composed of a 
species of soft rock lCbembling soapstone. Tlie sides of the 
cleft we wore now attempting to ascend were of the samo 
material, and so cxcesM\ oly slippery, being wet, that we conld 
get but little foothold upon them, even in their least pre* 
cipitous parts; m some places, where the ascent was nearly 
perpendicular, the difficulty was of course much aggravated; 
and indeed for some time we thought it insurmountable. 
Wo took courage, howevvi, fiom despair; aud what, by dint 
ftf cutting steps in the * oft stone with our bowie-knives, and 
swinging, at the risk of our lives, to small projecting points 
of a harder species of slat}' rock which now and then pro¬ 
truded from the general mass, we at length reached a natural 
platform, from which was perceptible a patch of blue sky, at 
the extremity of a thickly - wooded ravine. Looking bank 
now, with somewhat more leisure, at the passage through 
* *hieh wo had thus far proceeded, we clearly saw, from the 
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appearance of its side*, that it wju> of lato formation, ami wo 
concluded that tho concussion, whatever it was, which had so 
unexpectedly overwhelmed us, lud also at tho same moment 
laid open this path for cNcapc. lleing ijuite exhausted with 
exertion, ami indeed so weak that we were Kiucely ahlo to 
stand or articulate, iVters now pinposod that wo should 
endeavour to luing onr companions to the rescue by tiring 
tho pistuis which still icniamed in our girdles—tho luuskots 
as Well as cutlasses had heui lost among t lie loose earth at 
the bottom ot tho ilmsm. Subsetpunt e\entrf proved that, 
had we tired, wc should have mucI} repent* d it; but luckily 
a half suspicion of foul play hid by this time arisen in 
my mind, and we foibnre to lot the savages know of our 
whereabouts. 

After having reposed for about an hour we pushed on 
slowly up tho ravine, and liad gone no great way befoio we 
heard a succession of tremendous xolN. At length we reached 

V 

what might be called the mu lace of the giouml, for our path 
hitherto, since leaving the pkitfoim, had lain beneath an arch¬ 
way of high rock and foliage, at a \ast distance o\erhend. 
With great caution we stole to a nairow opening through 
which we had a clear sight of the surrounding <omitry, when 
the w hole dreadful secret of the concussion broke upon us in 
one moment and at one view. 

The spot from which we looked was not far fiura the 
Summit of the highest peak in the range of tin* soapstone 
hills. The gorge in which our party ( f thirty-two had 
entered ran within fifty feet to tho left of us. Hut for at 
least one hundred yatds tho channel or bed of this gorge was 
entirely filled up with the chaotic ruins of more than a milium 
tons of earth and stone that had Iwen artificially turn bled within 
it The means by which the vast roa.su had been precipitated 
were not more simple than evident, for sure traces of tho 
murderous work were yet remaining. In several spots along 
the top «of the eastern side of the gorge (we were now on the a 
western) might be seen stakes of wood driven into the earth. 
In these spots the earth bad not given way, but throughout 
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the whole extent of the face of the precipice from dhioh the 
mass had falltn, it was clear, from marks left in the soil 
io*embling those made by the drill of the rock-blaster, that 
stakes similar to those we saw standing h:ul been insetted at 
not mote than a yard aput, for the kngth of perhaps three 
hundred feet, and langiog at about ten feet back from the 
edge of tho gulf. Strong coids of grape-vine were attached 
to the stakes still remain in on the lull, and it was evident 
that such cords had also Wen ,ilta<hed to rath of the other 
stake r. I have alieady sjmkin of the singular stratification 
of tltese soapstone hills, and the dew ription just given of the 
list tow ami deep fissure through which wi c fleeted our escape 
fiom inhumation mil afford a furthei conception of its nature. 
This was such that almost every natuiul convulsion would 
bo s.ne to split tho soil into perpendicular layers or ridges 
nmning parallel with one anothu, ami a veiy moderate exer- 
tion of ait would he mithrient foi ejecting the same pirjjose. 
Of this stratitu ation the ages had a\ ailed themselves to 
accomplish tlioir treacherous ends. There cm ho no doubt 
that by tho continuous line of stake® a partial rupture of the 
soil has been brought about, probably to the depth of one or 
two feet, when by means of a image pulling at the end of 
ea^h of the cords (these cords being attached to the tops of 
the stakos and extending back from the edge of the cliff) a 
vast leverage powor was obtained, capable of burling the 
whole face of the hill upon a given signal into tho bosom of 
the abyss below. The fate of our poor companions was no 
longer a matter of uncertainty. Wo alone had escaped from 
the tempest of that overwhelming destruction. We were the 
only living white men upon tho island. 
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CHAPTER XXII.' 

¥ 

Otttt situation, as it now appeared, was scarcely less dreadful 
than when we had conceived ourselves entombed for ever. We 
saw befofe us no prospect but that of being put to death by the 
savages, or of dragging out a miserable existence in captivity 
among them. We might, to he sure, conceal ourselves for a 
time from their observation among the fastnesses of the hills, 
and, as a final resort, in the chasm from which we had just 
issued; but wo rnu»t either perish in the long Polar winter 
through cold and famine, or be ultimately discovered in our 
efforts to obtain relief. 

The whole country around us seemed to be swarming with 
savages, crowds of whom, we now perceived, had come over 
from the islands t.o the southwards on flat rafts, doubtless with 
a view of lending their aid in tlm capture and plunder of the 
June . The vessel ."till lay calmly at anchor in the buy, tlune 
on board being apparently quite, unconscious of any danger 
awaiting them. How we longed at that moment to he with 
them \ either to aid in effecting their escape, or to perish with 
them in attempting a defence. We saw no chance oven of 
warning them of their danger, without briugihg immediate 
^destruction upon our own heads, with but a remote hope of 
benefit to them. A pistol fired might suffice to apprise them 
that something wrong had occurred; but the report could not 
possibly inform them that their only prospect of safety lay 
in getting out of the harbour forthwith—it could not tell 
them that no principles of honour now bound them to remain, 
that thedr companions were no longer among the living. 
Upon hearing the discharge they could not lie more 
; thoroughly prepared to meet the foe, who were now getting 
Jready to attack) than they already were, and always had been.* 
Xo good, therefore, and infinite harm, would result from our 
’■>. firing, and, after mature deliberation, we forbore. 
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Oar next thought was to attempt a rgsh towards tftfe vessel, 
to seize one of the four canoes which lay at the head of the 
hay, and endeavour to force a passage on hoard. But the 
utter impossibility of- succeeding in this desperate task soon 
became evident. The country, as 1 said before, was literally 
swarming with the natives, skulking among the bushes and 
recesses of the hills, so as not to bo observed from tho 
schooner. In our immediate vicinity especially, and*blockad¬ 
ing the sole path by which we could hope to attain the shore 
in the proper point, were stationed the whole party of the black 
skin warriors, with Too-wit at their head, and apparently only 
waiting for some re-enforcement to commence his onset upon 
the Jam'. The canoes, too, which lay at the head of the hay, 
were manned with savages, unarmed, it is true, but who 
undoubtedly had arms within icach. We were forced, 
therefore, however unwillingly, to remain in our place of 
concealment, mere spectator* of the conflict which presently 
ensued. 

In about half an hour we saw some sixty or seventy rafts, 
or flat boats, with outriggers, filled with savages, and coming 
round the southern bight of the harbour. They appeared to 
have no arms except short club*, and stones which lAy in the 
bottom of tho rafts. Immediately afterwards another de¬ 
tachment, still larger, approached in an opposite direction, 
and with similar weapons. 'Die four canoes, too, were now 
quickly filled with natives, starting up from the bushes at the 
head of the bay, and put off swiftly to join the other parties. 
Thus, in less time than I have taken to tell it, and as if by 
magic, the Jane saw herself surrounded by an immense 
multitude of desperadoes e\ idontly bent upon capturing her 
at all hazards. 

That they would succeed in so doing could not be doubted 
for an instant. The six men left iu tho vessel, however 
resolutely they might engage in her defence, were altogether 
unequal to the proper management of tho guns, or in any 
manner'to sustain a contest at such odds. I could hardly 
imagine that they would make resistance at all, but in this 
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was deceived; for presently I saw them got springs upon the 
cable, and bring the vessel's starboard broadside to bear upon 
the canoes, which by this time were within pistol range, the 
rafts being nearly a quarter of a milt* to windward. Owing 
to some cause unknown, but most probably to the agitation 
of our poor friends at seeing themselves in so hopeless a 
situation, the discharge was an entire failure. Not a canoe 
was hit pr a single savage injured, the shots striking short 
and ricocheting over their heads. The only effect produced 
upon them was astonishment at the unexpected report and 
smoke, which was so excessive that for Bonn- moments 1 almost 
thought they would abandon their design cut in ]y, and return 
to the shore; and this they would most likely have done had 
trir men followed up their broadside by a discharge of small 
arms, in which, as the canoes were now so near at hand, they 
could not have failed in doing some execution, sufficient at 
least to deter this party from a farther advance, until they 
could have given the rafts also a broadside, lint, in place of 
this, they left the canoe party to recover from their panic, 
and, by looking about them, to see that no injury had been 
sustained, while they flew to tins larboard to get ready for 
the rafts. 

The discharge to larboard produced the most terrible effect. 
The star and double-headed shot of the large guns cut seven 
or eight of the rafts completely asunder, and killed, perhaps, 
thirty or forty of the savages outright, while a hundred of 
them at least were thrown into tho water, the most of them 
dreadfully wounded. Tho remainder, frightened out of their 
senses, commenced at once a precipitate retreat, not even 
waiting to pick up their maimed companions, who were 
swimming about in every direction, screaming and veiling 
for aid. This great success, however, came too late for tho 
salvation of our devoted people. The canoe party were 
already on board the schooner to the number of more than a 
hundred and fifty, the most of them having succeeded in 
scramming up tho chains and over the hoarding-netting*? evod 
before the matches had been applied to the larboard guns. 
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Nothing now could withstand their bamte rage. Ait men 
wore borno down at once, overwhelmed, trodden under foot* 
and absolutely torn to pieces in an instant. 

Seeing this, the savages on the rafts got the better of their 
fears, and came up in shoals to the plunder. In five minutes 
the Jane was a pitiable scene indeed of havoc and tumultuous 
outrage. The decks were split open and ripped up; the 
cordage, sails, and everything moveable on deck demolished 
as if by magic ; while, by dint of pushing at the stern, towing 
with the canoes, and hauling at the sides, as they swam iu 
thousands around the vessel, the wretches finally forced her 
on shore (the cable having been slipped), and delivered her 
over to the good oftices of Too-wit, who, during the whole of 
the engagement, had maintained, like a skilful general, his 
post of security and reconnaissance among the lulls, but, now 
that the victory was completed to his satisfaction, conde¬ 
scended to scamper down with his warriors of the black Bkin, 
and become a partaker in the spoils. 

Too-wit's descent left us at liberty to quit our hiding-place 
and reconnoitre the hill in the vicinity of the chasm. At 
about fifty yards from the mouth of it we saw a small spring 
of water, at which we slaked the burning thirst that now. 
consumed us. Not far from the spring we discovered several 
of the filbert bushes which I mentioned before. Upon tasting 
the nuts we found them palatable, and very nearly resembling; 
in flavour the common English filbert. We collected our 
hats full immediately, deposited them within the ravine, 
and returned for more. While we were busily employed in 
gathering those, a rustling in the bushes alarmed us, and we 
were*upon the point of stealing back to our covert, when a, 
large black bird of the bittern species strugglingly and slowly 
arose above-the shrubs. 1 was iso much startled that I could 
do nothing, but Peters had sufficient presence of mind to run 
up to it before it could make its escape, and seize it by the 
neck. Its struggles and screams were tremendous, end we 
had thoughts of letting it go, lest the noise should alarm 
some of the savages who might be still lurking in the. 
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neighborhood. A «tab with a bowie-knife, however, at 
length brought it to the ground, and wo dragged it into the 
ravine, congratulating ourselves that, at all events, we had 
thus obtained a supply of food enough to last us for a week. 

We now went out again to look about us, and ventured a 
considerable distance down the southern declivity of the hill, 
but met with nothing else which could serve us for food. We 
therefore collected a quantity of dry wood and returned, 
seeing one or two large parties of tin*, natives on their way to 
the village, laden with the plunder of the vessel, and who, wo 
were apprehensive, might discover us in passing beneath the 
hill. 

Our next care was to render our plac»- of concealment os 
secure as possiblo, and, with this object, we arranged some 
brushwood over the aperture which I have before spoken of 
as the one through which we saw the patch of blue sky, on 
reaching the platform from the interior of the chasm. We 
left only a very small opening, just wide enough to admit of 
our seeing the bay, without the risk of being discovered from 
below. Having done this, we congratulated ourselves upon 
the security of the position ; for we were now completely 
excluded from observation as long as wo chose to remain 
within the ravine itself and not venture out upon the hill. 
We could perceive no traces of the savages having ever been 
within this hollow ; but, indeed, when we came to reflect. 
Upon the probability that the Assure through which we 
attained it had been only just now created by the fall of tbo 
cliff opposite, and that no other way of attaining it could be 
perceived, we were not so much rejoiced at the thought of 
being secure from molestation as fvarful lest there should be 
absolutely no means left us for descent. We resolved to 
Explore the summit of the hill thoroughly, when a good 
opportunity should offer. In the meantime we watched the 
motions of the savages through our loophole. 

They had already made a complete wreck of the vessel, 
and were now preparing to set her on fire. In a little while 
■•we saw the smoke ascending in huge volumes from her main** 
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hatchway, and, shortly afterwards, a flense mass at {florae 
burst up from the forecastle. The rigging, masts, ami what 
remained of the sails caught immediately, and the fire spread 
rapidly along the decks. Still a great many of the savages 
retained their stations about her, hammering with largo 
stones, axes, and cannon halls at the holts and other copper 
and iron work. On the beach, and in canoes and rafts, there 
were not less, altogether, in the immediate vicinity of the 
schooner, than ten thousand natives, besides the shoals of 
thorn, who, laden with booty, were making their way inland 
and over to the neighbouring islands. We now anticipated 
a catastrophe, and wore not disappointed. First of all there 
came a smart shock (which we felt distinctly whore we were, 
as if wc had been slightly galvanized), but unattended with 
any visible signs of an explosion. The savages were evidently 
startled, and paused for an instant from their labours and 
yelling*!. They were upon the point of recommencing, when 
suddenly a mass of smoke puffed up from the decks, re¬ 
sembling a black and heavy thunder-cloud—then, as if from 
its bowels, arose a tall stream of vivid fire to the height 
apparently of a quarter of a mile—then there came a sudden 
circular expansion of the tlame—then the whole atmosphere 
was magically crowded, in a single instant, with a wild chaos 
of wood, and metal, and human limbs—and, lastly, came the 
concussion in its fullest fury, which hurled us impetuously 
from our feet, while the hills echoed and re-echoed the 
tumult, and a dense shower of the minutest fragments of the 
ruins tumbled headlong iu every direction around us. * 

The havoc among the savages far exceeded our utmost 
expectation, and they had now indeed reaped the full and 
perfect fruits of their treachery. Perhaps a thousand perished 
by the explosion, while at least an equal number were desper¬ 
ately mangled. The whole surface of the bay was literally 
strewn with the struggling and drowning wretches, and on 
shore matters wore even worse. They seemed utterly 
Appalled .by the suddenness and completeness of their dis¬ 
comfiture, and made no efforts at assisting one another. At 
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lengthjwfe observed a total change in their demeanour. From 
absolute stupor, they appeared to bo all at once aroused to 
the highest pitch of excitement, and rushed wildly about, 
going to and. from a certain point on the beach, with the 
strangest expressions of mingled horror, rage, and intense 
curiosity depicted on their countenances, and shouting at the 
top of their voices Tekeli-H ! Tekeli li / m 

Presently wo saw a large body go off into the hills, whence 
they returned iri a short time, carrying stakes of wood. These 
they brought to the station whore the crowd was the thickest, 
which now separated so as to afford ns a view of tho object of 
all this excitement. We perceived something white, lying upon 
the ground, but could not immediately make nut wlmt it was. 


At length we saw that it was the carcase of the strange animal 
with the scarlet teeth and claws which the schooner had picked 
up at sea on the eighteenth of January. Captain (Juy had hwl 
the body preserved for the purpose of Muffing the skin ami 
taking it to England. 1 remember lie had given some directions 
about it just before our making the island, and it had Iwmui 
brought into the cabin and slowed away in one of the lockers. 
It had now been thrown on shore by the explosion ; but why 
it had occasioned so much concern among tin* savages was more 
than we could comprehend. Although they crowded around 
the carcase at a little distance, none of them seemed willing 
to approach it closely. By and by the men with tho stakes 
drove them in a circle around it, and, no sender was this 
arrangement completed, than tho whole of the. vast, assemblage 
rushed into the interior of tho island, with loud screams of 
Ttkdirlti TekelUif 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

During the six or seven days immediately following ire 
remained in our hiding-place upon the hill, going out only oc¬ 
casionally, and then with the greatest precaution, for water and 
filberts. We had made a kind of pent-house on the platform, 
furnishing it with a bed of dry leaves, and placing in it three 
large flat stones, which served us for both fireplace and table. 
We kindled a fire without difficulty by nibbing two pieces of 
dry wood together, the one soft, the other hard. The bird wo 
had taken in such good season proved excellent eating, although 
somewhat tough. It was not an oceanic fowl, but a species of 
bittern, with jet black and grizzly plumage, and diminutive 
wings in proportion to its bulk. Wc afterwards saw three of 
the same kind in the vicinity of the ravine, apparently seeking 
for the one we had captured ; hut, as they never alighted, we 
had no opportunity of catching them. 

As long as this fowl lasted we suffered nothing from oar 
situation, but it was now entirely consumed, and it became 
absolutely necessary that wo should look out for provision. 
The filberts would not satisfy the cravings of hunger, afflicting 
us, too, with severe griping)* of the bowels, and, if freely indulged 
in, with violent headache. We had seen several large tortoises 
near the sea-shore to the eastward of tbo bill, and perceived 
they might bo easily taken if wc could get at them without the 
observation of the natives. It was resolved, therefore, to make 
an attempt at descending. 

We commenced by going cJWn the southern declivity, which 
seemed to offer the fewest difficulties, hut bad not proceeded ft 
hundred yards before (as we had anticipated from appearances 
on the bill-top) our progress was entirely arrested by a branch 
of the gorge in which our companions bad perished. We Hour 
passed along the edge of this for about a quarter of a mile, 
when we were again stopped by a precipice of immense depth* 
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and,*al being able tg make our way along the brink of it, wo 
wera forced to retrace our steps by the main ravine. 

Wo now pushed over to the eastward, but with prei isely 
similar fortune. After an hour’s scramble, at the risk of 
breaking our necks, wo discovered that wo had ra-rely 
descended into a vast pit of black granite, witli fine dust at 
the bottom, and whence the only egress was by tho rugged 
path in jvhich we had come down. Toiling again up this path, 
we now tried the northern edge of the hill. Here we were 
obliged to use the greatest possible caution in our mantmivres, 
as tho least indiscretion would expose us to the full view of 
the savages in the village. We crawled along therefore on 
our hands and knees, and occasionally were even forced to 
throw ourselves at full length, dragging our bodies along by 
means of the shrubbery. In this careful manner we had 
proceeded but a little way when wc arrived at a chasm far 
deeper than any vw had yet seen, and leading directly into 
the main gorge. Thus our fears were fully confirmed, ami we 
found ourselves cut off entirely from access to the world below. 
Thoroughly exhausted by our exertions, we made the best of 
our way back to the platform, and throwing ourselves upon 
tho bed of leaves, slept sweetly and soundly for some hours. 

For several days after this fruitless search we, were occupied 
in exploring every part of the summit of the hill in order to 
inform ourselves of its actual resources. We found that it 
would afford us no food, with the exception of the unwhole¬ 
some filberts, and a rank species of scurvy-grass, which grew 
in a ljftle patch of not more than four rods square, and would 
soon be exhausted. On the fifteenth of February, as near as 
I can remember, there was not a blade of this left, and the 
nuts were growing scarce; our situation therefore could hardly 
, be more lamentable. 4 On the sixteenth wo again went round 
the walls of our prison in hope of fmding some avenue of 
escape, hut to no purpose. We also descended the chasm in 
, which a we had been overwhelmed, with the faint expectation 

. * This day was rendered remarkable by our observing in* the watfi 
several huge wreaths of the greyish vapour 1 have before spoken of. * 
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of discovering through this channel soipe opening to Vietnam 
ravine. Hero, too, we were disappointed, although we found 
and brought up with us a musket. 

On the seventeenth we set out with the determination of 
examining more thoroughly the chasm of black granite into 
which we had made our way in the first search. We remem¬ 
bered that one of tho fissures in the sides of this pit had been 
but partially looked into, and we were anxious to orcplore it, 
although w ith uo expectation of discovering hero any opening. 

We found no great difficulty in reaching tho bottom of the 
hollow as before, and were now sufficiently calm to survey it 
witli some attention. It was indeed one of the most singular¬ 
looking places imaginable, ami we could scarcely bring our¬ 
selves to believe it altogether the work of nature. The pit, 
from its eastern to its western extremity, was about five 
hundred jards in length when ali its windings were threaded; 
the distance from east to west in a straight lino not being 
more (l should suppose, having no means of accurate 
examination) than forty or fifty yards. Upon first descending 
into the ch;u>m, that is to say for a hundred feet downward 
from the summit of the hill, the sides of tho abyss bore littlo 
resemblance to each other, and apparently had at no time 
been connected, the one surface being of the soapstone and 
the other of marl, granulated with some metallic matter. 
The average breadth or interval between the two cliffs was 
probably here sixty feet, but there seemed to be no regularity 
of formation. Passing down, however, beyond the limit 
spoken of, the interval rapidly contracted, and the sides 
liogan to run parallel, although for some distance farther 

they* were still dissimilar in their material and form of 

* 

surface. Upon arriving within fifty feet of the bottom, a 
perfect regularity commenced. The sides were now entirely 
uniform in substance, in colour, and in lateral direction, the 
material being a very black and shining granite, and the 
distance between the two sides, at all points, facing each 
other, exactly twenty yards. The precise formation of the 
chasm will bo best understood by means of a delineation taken 
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uponjtho spot; for I # had luckily with me a pocket-book and 
] Milfoil, which I preserved with great care through a long 
scries of subsequent- adventure, and to which 1 am indebted 
for memoranda of many subjects which would other wise have 
been crowded from my remembrance. 



This figure (see figure 1) gives the general outlines of th» 
chasm, without the minor cavities, lit tins aides of which there 
were several, each cavity having a concwpoiiding protuberance 
opposite. The bottom of the gulf was covered to the depth of 
three or four inches with a powder almost impalpable, beneath 
which we found a continuation of the black granite. To the 
right, at the lower extremity, will be noticed the appearance 
of a small opening; tins is the fissure alluded to alwvc, and 
to examine which more minutely than before was the object 
of our second visit. We now pushed into it with vigour, 
cutting away a quantity of brambles which impeded us, and 
removing a vast heap of sharp flints somewhat resembling 
arrow-heads in shape. We were encouraged to persevere, 
however, by perceiving some little light proceeding from the 
farther end. We at length squeezed our way for about 
thirty feet, and found that the aperture was a low and 
regularly-formed arch, having a bottom of the same im¬ 
palpable powder as that in the main chasm. A strong ligfit 
now broke upon us. and, turning a short bend, we found 
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ourselves in another lofty chamber, similar to the oneo?^ had 
left in every respect, hut longitudinal m form. Its general 
figure is here given. (See figure 2.) 



Figure 2. 

The total length of this chasm, commencing at the opening 
ft and proceeding round the curve b to the extremity t/, is five 
hundred ami fifty yards. At c we discovered a small aperture 
similar to the one through which we had issued from the 
other chasm, and this was choked lip in the same mannet 
with brambles and a quantity of the white arrow-head Hints. 
We forced our way through it, finding it about forty feet long, 
and emerged into a third chasm. This, too, was precisely 
like the first, except in its longitudinal shape, which was thus. 
(See figure 3.) 


*^r 

Figure 8. Figure 8. 

We found the entire length of the third chasm three 
hundred and twenty yards. At the point a was an opening 
tihout feet wide, and extending fifteen feet into the* rock, 
wlie$e it terminated in a bed of marl, there being no other 




ARTHUR GORDON PYM. 


369 


ehasjj^Wbyond, as we «bad expected. We were about leaving 
this fissure, into which very little light was admitted, when 
Peters called my attention to a range of singular-looking 
indentures in the surface of the marl forming the termination 
of the cul-de-sac. With a very Blight exertion of the imagi¬ 
nation, the left, or most northern of these indentures might 
have been taken for the intentional, although rude, representa¬ 
tion of a#human figure standing om’t, with outstretched arm. 
The rest of them bore also sumo little resemblance to 
alphabetical characters, ami Peters wa* willing, at all events, 
to adopt the idle opinion that they were really such. I 
convinced him of his error, finally, bv direct ing bis attention 
to the door of the limine, where, among the powder, wo 
picked up piece by piece, several huge flukes of the marl, 
which had evidently been brok* n off by some convulsion from 
the surface where the indentures wore found, and which had 
projecting points exactly fitting the indentures ; thus proving 
them to have been the work of nature. Figure 4 presents an 
accurate copy of the whole. 



Figure 4. 


After satisfying ourselves that these singular caverns afforded 
ns' no means of escape from our prison, we made our way 
back, dejected and dispirited, to the summit of the hill. 
Nothing worth mentioning occurred during the next twenty- 
four hours, except that in examining the ground to the east¬ 
ward of the third chasm, we found two triangular holes, 
of grea$ depth, and also with black granite sides. Into these 
holes we did not think it worth while to attempt descending, 
as they had the appearance of mere natural wells, without 

2 a 
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outlet. They were each about twenty partis in circunSM^once, 
and their gimp* 1 , us w<dl as relative position in regard to tho 
third chasm, is shown in figure 5, page 368, 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

On the twentieth of the month, finding it altogether impos¬ 
sible to subsist any longer upon the filberts, the use of which 
occasioned us the most excruciating torment, wo resolved 
to make a desperate attempt at descending the southern 
declivity of the hill. The face of the precipice was here of 
the softest species of soapstone, although nearly perpendicular 
throughout its whole extent (a depth of a hundred and fifty 
foot at the least), aud in many places even overarching. After 
long search, we discovered a narrow ledge about twenty feet 
below the brink of the gulf; upon this Peters contrived to 
leap, with what assistance 1 could render him by means of 
our pocket - handkerchiefs tied together. With somewhat 
more difficulty I also got down, and we then saw the possi¬ 
bility of descending the whole way by the process in which 
we had clambered up from the chasm, when wo had been 
buried by the fall of the hill—that is, by cutting steps in the 
face of the soapstone with our knives. The extreme hazard 
of the attempt can scarcely bo conceived, but as there was no 
other resource we determined to undertake it. 

©pon the ledge where we stood there grew some filbert 
hushes, and to one of these we made fast an end of our rope 
of handkerchiefs. The other end being tied round Peters** 
waist, 1 lowered him down over the edge of the precipice until 
the handkerchiefs were stretched tight. He now proceeded 
* to dig a deep hole in the soapstone (as far in as eight or ten 
inches)^ sloping away the rock above to the height of a foot, 
or thereabout, so as to allow of his driving, with the butt of a 
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pistoJJ# tolerably sjyong peg into the levelled surface. I 
the!? drew him up for about four feet, when ho made a hole 
similar to the ono below, driving in a peg as before, and 
having thus a resting-place for both feet and hands. 1 now 
unfastened the handkerchiefs from the hush, throwing him tho 
end, which lie tied to the peg in the uppermost hole, lotting 
himself down gently to a station about threw foot lower than 
he had yet been, that is, to tin* full extent of tho handker¬ 
chiefs. Hero he dug another hole, and drove another peg. 
He then drew himself up, jo as to vest his feet in the hole 
just cut, taking hold with his hands upon the peg in the one. 
above. It wa* now necessary to untie the handkerchiefs 
from the topmost peg, with the view of fastening them to the 
second; and here lie found that an error had been committed 
in cutting tho holes at ,^o great a distance apart. However, 
after one or two unsuccessful ami dangerous attempts at 
reaching tho knot 'having to hold on with his left hand 
while ho laboured to undo the fastening with his right), lie at 
length cut the string, leaving six inches of it affixed to tho 
peg. Tying the handkerchiefs now to the second peg, 
he descended to a station below the third, taking care not 
to go too far down. By these means (means which 1 should 
never have conceived of myself, and for which we were 
indebted altogether to Peters’s ingenuity and resolution) my 
companion finally succeeded, with the occasional aid of 
projections in the cliff, in reaching the bottom without 
accident 

It was some time before I could summon sufficient resolution 
to follow him; but I did at length attempt it. Peters had 
taken off his shirt before descending, and this, with my own, 
formed the rope necessary for the adventure. After throwing 
down the musket found in the chasm, I fastened this rope to 
the bushes, and let myself down rapidly, striving, by the vigour 
of my movements, to banish the trepidation which I could 
overcome in no other manner. This answered sufficiently well 
for the first four or five steps; but presently 1 found my* 
imagination growing terribly excited by thoughts of the ffest 
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depth yet to be descended, and tbo precarious liatiife^f the 
pegs and soapstone holes which were ray only support. It was 
in vain I endeavoured to bani-h these reflections, and to keep 
ray eyes steadily bent upon the flat surface of the cliff before 
me. The more earnestly I struggled not to think, the more 
intensely vivid became ray conceptions, and the more horribly 
distinct. At length arrived that crisis of fancy, so fearful in 
all similar cases, the crisis in which we begin to anticipate the 
feelings with which we shall fall—to picture to ourselves the 
sickness, and dizziness, and the last struggle, and the half- 
swoon, and the final bitterness of the rushing and headlong 
descent. And now 1 found these fancies creating tlndr own 
leaiiLnst, and all imagined horrors crowding upon me in fact. 
I felt my Knees strike violently together, while mv fingers 
we re gradually yet certainly relaxing their grasp. There was 
a ringing in my ears, and 1 said, “ This is my knell of death !** 
And now 1 was consumed with the irrepressible desire of 
looking below. I could not, 1 would not, confine ray glances 
to the cliff; and with a wild, indefinable emotion, half of 
horror, half of a relieved oppression, 1 threw my vision far 
down into the abyss. For one moment my fingers clutched 
convulsively upon their hold, while, with the movement, the 
faintest jiossible idea of ultimate escape wandered like a shadow 
through my mind—in the next my whole soul was pervaded 
with « longing to fall; a desire, a yearning, a passion utterly 
uncontrollable. 1 let go at once my grasp upon the peg, and* 
turning half round from the precipice, remained tottering 
for an instant against its naked face. But now there came a 
spinning of the brain ; a shrill sounding and phantom voice 
screamed within my ears; a dusky, fiendish, and filmy figure 
stood immediately beneath me; and, sighing, I sunk down 
with a bursting heart, and plunged within its arms. 

1 had swooned, and Peters had caught me as I fell. He had 
observed my proceedings from his station at the bottom of the 
cliff; and perceiving my imminent danger, had endeavoured to 
inspire me with courage by every suggestion he could devise; 
although my confusion of mind had been so great as to prevent 
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my hqfcwng what lie s|id, or being conscious that lie had even 
spoffn to me at all. At length, seeing me totter, he hastened 
to ascend to my rescue, and arrived just in time for my 
preservation. Had I fallen with my full weight, the rope of 
linen would inevitably have snapped, and 1 should have been 
precipitated into the abyss ; as it was, he contrived to lot mo 
down gently, so as to remain suspended without, danger until 
animatioji returned. This was in about fifteen minutes. On 
recovery, my trepidation had entirely vanished ; I fell a new 
being, and, with some little further aid from my companion, 
reached the bottom also in safety. 

Wo now found ourselves not far from the ravine which had 
proved the tomb of our friends, and to the southward of the 
spot where the hill had fallen. The place was one of singular 
wildness, and its aspect brought to my mind the descriptions 
given by travellers of tlw*o dreary regions marking the site 
of degraded Babylon. Not to speak of the mins of the dis- 
ruptured cliff, which formed a chaotic barrier in the vista to 
the northward, the surface of the ground in every other 
direction was strewn with huge tumuli, apparently the wreck 
of some gigantic structures of art; although, in detail, no 
semblance of art could he detected. Scoria- were abundant, 
and large shapeless blocks of the black granite, intermingled 
with others of marl,* and both granulated with metal. Of 
vegetation there were no traces whatsoever throughout the 
whole of the desolate area within sight. Several immense 
scorpions were seen, and various reptiles not elsewhere to bo 
found iu the high latitudes. 

As food was our most immediate object, we resolved to 
make our way to the sea-coast, distant not more than half a 
mile, with a view of catching turtle, several of which we had 
observed from our place of concealment on the hill. We had 
proceeded some hundred yards, threading our route cautiously 
between the huge rocks and tumuli, when, upon turning a 
corner^ live savages sprung upon us from a small cavern, felling 

* The marl was also black; indeed, we noticed no Hght-colouxeS 
substance of any kind upon tbs island. a 
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Peters to the ground with a blow from a club. As h%,tell the 
whole party rushed upon him to secure their victim, leaving 
me time to recover from my astonishment. *1 still had the 
musket, hut the barrel had received so much injury in being 
thrown from the precipice that I cast it aside as useless, 
preferring to trust my pistols, which had be«*n carefully 
preserved in order. With these I advanced upon the assailants, 
tiring one after the other in quick succession. Two savages 
fell, and one, who was in the act of thrusting a spear into 
Peters, sprang to his feet without accomplishing his purpose. 
My companion being thus released, we had no further difficulty. 
Tic bad his pistols also, but prudently declined using them, con¬ 
fiding in his great personal strength, which far exceeded that 
of any person I have ever known. Seizing a club from one of 
the savages who had fallen, he dashed out the brains of the throe 
who remained, killing each instantaneously with a single blow 
of the weapon, and leaving us completely masters of the field. 

So rapidly had tho*o events passed, that we could scarcely 
believe in their reality, and were standing over the bodies of 
the dead in a species of stupid contemplation, when we were 
brought to recollection by the sound of .shouts in the distance. 
It was clear that the savages had been alarmed by the firing, 
and that we had little chance of avoiding discovery. To regain 
the cliff, it would be necessary to proceed in the direction of 
the shouts ; and even should we succeed in arriving at its base, 
we should never be able to ascend it without being seen. Our 
situation was ono of the greatest peril, and we were hesitating 
in which path to commence a flight, when one of the savages 
whom 3 had shot, and supposed dead, sprang briskly to his 
feet, and attempted to make his escape. Wo overtook him, 
however, before he had advanced many paces, and were about 
to put him to death, when Peters suggested that we might 
derive some benefit from foieing him to accompany us in our 
attempt at escape. Wo therefore dragged him with us, making 
him understand that we would shoot him if he offered re>istance. 
*111 a few minutes he was perfectly submissive, and ran by our 
side* as we pushed in among the rocks making for the sea shore* 
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So far the irregularities of the ground we had been traversing 
hidrthe sea, except a# intervals, from our sight, and when we 
first had it fairly in view it wjis perhaps two hundred yards 
distant. As we emerged into the open beach we saw, to our 
groat dismay, an immense crowd of the natives pouring from 
the village, and from all visible quarters of the island, making 
towards us with gesticulations of extreme fury, and howling 
like wild beasts. We were ujxm the point of turning upon 
our stejffc, and trying to secure a retreat, among the fastnesses 
of the rougher ground, when I discovered the bows of two 
canoes projecting from behind a large rock which ran out into 
the water. Towards these we now ran with all speed, and, 
reaching them, found them unguarded, arid without any 
other freight than three of the largo Gallipago turtles and 
the usual supply of paddles for sixty rowers. We instantly 
took possession of one of them, and forcing our captive 
oil board, pushed out to sea with nil tbo strength we could 
command. 

We had not made, however, more than fifty yards from 
the shore before we became sufficiently calm to perceive the 
groat oversight of which wo lmd been guilty in leaving the 
other canoe in the power of the savages, who by this time 
were not more ll in twice as far front the beach as ourselves, 
and were rapidly advancing to the pursuit. No time was 
now to be lost. Our hope was at best a forlorn one, but we 
had none other. It was very doubtful whether, with the 
utmost exertion, we could get back in time to anticipate them 
in taking possession of the canoe, but yet there was a chance 
that we could. We might save ourselves if we succeeded, 
while not to make the attempt was to resign ourselves to 
inevitable butchery. 

The canoe was modelled with the lmw and stern alike, and 
in place of turning it around we merely changed our position 
in paddling. As soon as the wages per*''iv T <-.] this they 
redoubled their yells, as well as their speed, and approached 
with Inconceivable rapidity. We pulled, however, with 2^1 
the energy of desperation, and arrived at the contestcdjioint 
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before more th.in one of the natives had attained it^ * This 
man paid dearly for his superior ability peters shooting him 
through tin* head with a pistol as lie approached the shore. 
The foremost among the rest of his party were probably some 
twenty or thirty pares distant as we seized upon the canoe. 
Wo at. first •■ndeavonred to pull her into the deep water, 
beyond the reach of the savages, but finding her too firmly 
aground, and there being no time to spare, Peters, with one 
or two heavy strokes from the butt of the mil-hot, succeeded in 
dashing out a large portion of the bow and of one side. 
We thou pushed oiF. Two of the natives by this time had 
got hold of our boat, obstinately refusing to let go, until wo 
were forced to despatch them with our knives. Wo were 
now dear off, and making great way out to sea. The main 
liody of the savages, upon reaching the broken canoe, set up 
the most tremendous yell of rage and disappointment con¬ 
ceivable. In truth, from everything 1 could see of these 
wretches, they appeared to be the most wicked, hypocritical, 
vindictive, bloodthirsty, and altogether fiendish race of men 
upon the face of the globe. It is clear we should have had no 
mercy hud we fallen into their hands. They made a mad 
attempt at following us in the fractured canoe, but finding 
it. ustdci s, again vented their rage in a scries of hideous 
vociferations, and rushed up mto the bills. 

Wo were thus relieved from immediate danger, but our 
situation w i as still sufficiently gloomy. We knew* that four 
canoes of the kind we had were at one time in the possession 
of the savages, and were not aware of the fact (afterwards 
ascertained from our captive) that two of these had been 
blown to pieces in the explosion of the Jam Guy, We 
calculated, therefore, upon being yet pursued as soon os our 
enemies could get round to the bay (distant about three miles) 
where the boats were usually laid up. Fearing this, we made 
every exertion to leave the island behind us, and went rapidly 
through the water, forcing the prisoner to take a paddle. In 
about lmlf an hour, when we had gained probably five'or six 
mUe$ to the southward, a large fleet of the fiat-bottomed 
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canoed^ir rafts were seen to emerge from the bay, evidently 
with the design of plfrsuit. Presently they put back, despair¬ 
ing to overtake us. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

0 

Wis now found ourselves in the wide and desolute Antarctic 
Ocean, in a latitude exceeding eighty four degrees, in a frail 
canoe, and with no provision but the three turtles. The long 
Polar winter, too, could not be considered as far distant, and 
it became necessary that wo should deliberate well upon the 
course to be pursued. There were six or seven islands in 
sight belonging to th- same group, and distant from each other 
about five or six leagues, but upon neither of these hud we any 
intention to venture. In coming from the northward in the 
Jane Guy we had been gradually leaving behind us the 
severest regions of ice—this, however little it may be in 
accordance with the generally received notions respecting the 
Antarctic, was a fact experience would not permit us to deny. 
To attempt, therefore, getting hack would ho folly— especially 
at so late a period of the season. Only one course seemed to 
bo left open for hope. We resolved to steer boldly to the 
southward, where there was at least a probability’of discover¬ 
ing other lands, and more than a probability of finding a still 
milder climate. 

So far we had found the Antarctic, like the Arctic Ocean, 
peculiarly free from violent storms or immoderately rough 
water; but our cAnoe was at best of frail structure, although 
large, and we set busily to work with a view' of raideiing her 
as safe as the limited means in our possession would admit. 
The body of the boat was of no better material than hark— 
the bark of a tree unknown. The ribs were of a tough osier, 
well adapted to the purpose for which it was used. # We had 
fifty feet room from stem to stern, from four to six in breadth, 
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and in depth throughout four feet and a half—the bo^th thus 
differing vastly in shape from those of another inhabitants of 
the Southern Ocean with whom civilised nations are acquainted. 
We never did believe them the workmanship of the ignorant 
islanders who owned them, and some flays after this period 
discovered, by questioning our captive, that they were in fact 
made by the natives of a group to the south-west of the 
country where we found them, haring fallen accidentally 
into the hands of our barbarians. Wluit we could do for the 
security of our boat was very little indeed. Several wido 
rents were discovered near both ends, and these we con¬ 
trived to patch up with pieces of woollen jacket. With the 
help of the superfluous paddles, of which there were a great 
many, we erected a kind of framework aljont the bow, so ns to 
break the force of any seas which might threaten to fill us in 
that quarter. We also set up two paddle-blades for masts, 
placing them opposite each other, ono by each gunwale, thus 
saving the necessity of a yard. To these masts we attached a 
sail made of our shirts—doing this with some difficulty, as here 
we could got no assistance from our prisoner whatever, although 
he had been willing enough to labour in all the other operations. 
The sight of the linen scorned to affect him in a very singular 
manner, lie could not bo prevailed upon to touch it or go 
near it, shuddering when we attempted to force him, and 
shrieking out TekeUfi! 

Having completed our arrangements in regard to the security 
of the canoe, wo now set sail to the south-south-east for the 
present, with the view of weathering the most southerly of the 
group in sight. This being done, we turned the bow full to 
the southward. The weather could by no means bo considered 
disagreeable. We had a prevailing and very gentle wind from 
the northward, a smooth sea, and continual daylight No ice 
whatever was to be seen ; nor did I ever sec one particle, of thin 
after leming the. parallel of Bennett's Islet. Indeed, the tempera¬ 
ture of the water was'here far too warm for its existence in 
any quantity. Having killed the largest of our tortoises, and 
obtained from him not only food, but a copious supply of water. 
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we cdtyinucd on onr course, without any incident of moment, 
fo^perlmps seven oAight days, during which period we must 
have proceeded a vast distance to the southward, as the wind 
blew constantly with us, and a very strong current set 
continually in the direction wo were pursuing. 

March J.* Many unusual phenomena now indicated that we 
were entering upon a region of novelty and wonder. A high 
rnngo of light grey vapour appeared constantly in the southern 
horizon* Haring up occasionally in lofty streaks, now darting 
from cast to west, now from west to oast, and again presenting 
a level and uniform summit — in short, having all the wild 
variations of the Aurora Borealis. The average height of this 
vapour, as apparent from our station, was about twenty-five 
degrees. The temperature of the sea seemed to be increasing 
momentarily, and there waR a very perceptible alteration in its 
colour. 

March 2. To-day, by repeated questioning of our captive, we 
came to tho knowledge of many particulars in regard to the 
island of the massacre, its inhabitants ami customs—but with 
these how can 1 now detain the reader ? I may say, however, 
that wo learned there, were eight islands in the group—that 
they were governed by a common king, named Tuakmon or 
Dsalemount who resided in one of the smallest of the islands; 
that the black skins forming the dress of the warriors came 
from an animal of huge size to he found only in a valley near 
the court of the king—that the inhabitants of the group 
fabricated no other boats than the flat-bottomed rafts; the four 
canoes being all of the kind in their possession, and these 
having been obtained by mere accident from some large inland 
in the south-west—that his own name was Nu-Xu—that ho had 
no knowledge of Bennett's Islet—and that the appellation of 
the island we had left was Tmlal. The commencement of the 
words Tankman and Tsalal was given with a prolonged hissing 
sound, which we found it impossible to imitate, even after 

• For obvious reasons l cannot jm tc*inl to strict onrurnry in date*. 
They aru guen principally with a view to j»er»pienity of narration, a«M 
a* sat down in my pend) me morale!*. 0 
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repeated endeavours, and which was precisely the sat^d with 
the note of the black bittern wo bad eattn upon tho summit 
of the hill. 

March 3. Tho boat of tho water was now truly remarkable, 
and its colour was undergoing a rapid change, being no longer 
transparent, but of a milky consistency and hue. In our 
immediate vicinity it whs usually smooth, never so rough as to 
endanger tho canoe; but we were frequently surprised at 
perceiving, to our right and left, at different distances, 1 sudden 
and extensive agitations of the surface; these we at length 
noticed wero always preceded by wild bickerings in the region 
of vapour to tho southward. 

March 4. To-day, with the view of widening our sail, tho 
breeze from the northward dying away perceptibly, I took 
from my coat pocket a white handkerchief. Nu-Nu was seated 
at my elbow, and the linen accidentally tinring in his face, 
ho became violently affected with convulsions. These wero 
succeeded bv drowsiness and stupor, and low murmuring* of 
Tekeli li! Tekdi-li! 

March 6. The wind had entirely ceased, but it was evident 
that wo were still burning on to the southward, under the 
intluonce of a powerful current. And now', indeed, it would 
seom reasonable that we should experience some alarm at the 
turn events were taking—but we felt none. The countenance 
of l’etera indicated nothing of this nature, although it wore at 
times tin expression I could not fathom. Tho Polar winter 
appeared to be coming on—but coming without its terrors. I 
felt a numbness of body ami mind—-a dreaminess of sensation 
—but this was all. 

March 6. The grey vapour had now arisen many more 
degrees above the horizon, and was gradually losing its 
greyuess of tint The heat of tho water was extreme, even 
unpleasant to the touch, and its milky hue was more evident 
thau ever. To-day a violent agitation of the water occurred 
very t lose to the canoe. It was attended, as usual, with a wild 
flaring up of the. vapour at its summit, and a momentary 
divhyuou at its base. A fine white powder, resembling ashes-— 
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but cljtainly nob such—fell over the canoe and over a large 
surface of the waieff as the flickering died away among the 
vapour and the commotion subsided in the sea. Nu-Nu now 
threw himself on his face in the bottom of the boat, and no 


persuasions could induce him to arise. 

March 7. This diy wo questioned Xu Nil concerning the 
motives of his count m men in destroying our companions ; hut 
lie appeared to be too utteily overcome by terror to afford us 
any rational reply. He still obstinately Jay in the bottom of 
thoboat; and, upon our reiterating the questions as to the 
motive, maths use only of idiotic gesticulations, such as raising 
with his forefinger the upper lip, and displaying the teeth 


which lay beneath it. 


These were bhu k. 


We bad never 


before seen the teeth of an inhabitant of Tsalal. 


Aforeh 8. To day tle re Hontoil by us one of the white animals 
whoso appearance upon the beach at Tsalal had occasioned so 
wdd a commotion among the savages. 1 uouhl have po ked it 
up, hut there came over me a sudden listlessm ss, and I forbore. 
The heat of the water still increased, and the hand could no 
longer be endured within it. Peters spoke little, and I knew 
not what to think of his apathy. Nu-Nu In it bed, and no 


more. 

March 9. The whole ashy material fell now continually 
around us, and in vast quantities. Tim range of vapour to the 
southward had arisen prodigiously in the horizon, and began 
to assume more distinctness of form. I can liken*it to nothing 
hut a limitless cataract, rolling silently into the sea from some 
immense and far-distant rampart in the heaven. The gigantic 
curtain tanged along the whole extent of the southern horizon. 
It emitted no sound. 

March 21, A sullen darkness now hovered above us—but 
from out the milky depths of the ocean a luminous glare arose, 
and stole up along the bulwarks of the boat. We were nearly 
overwhelmed by the white ashy shower which settled upon us 
and upon the canoe, hut melted into the water as it fell. The 
summit of the cataract was utterly lost in the dimness a?d 
the distance. Yet wo were evidently approaching it ]jfcith a 
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bulbous velocity At mtcrval» thii o were visible in jlf wide, 
) iwiung, but moinintuy rcnt% and fRnn out these lehts, 
within winch mis i rlnos of flitting and indistinct ima/cs, 
tin jo tame induin' and mighty, but souudlesh winds, tearing 
up the (ukmdlod o< < an m thui course 
Mutch 22 "1 hr daikms* had inatmdly mncisul, riheted 
uilj by the glir< of the water thrown back fiom the white 
(littun before Us M my gii'antic and pallidly white birds 
flew coiitinuoudj now in mi btyond the vul, and thoif BirtAin 
w is tho (tiinil 'itkdi'i' .is tin v rctri itul hum < lit \isiou. 
llcriupou Nii-Nu stir rid m tin bottom of the boat, but upon 
touching him \vt found his «»pint deputed And now wt 
lusln d into tin < inbi iu« of tin c it u u t, where a chasm throw 
itsi if opi n to n <c m us But tluii u <>m m oui pathway a 
duouded huinati figure, ui\ fit hr-,*’ n its propoi tioiw that} 
am ilwillo lmoiu men An l tin hm of tho skin of the 
fi^uit was of tin pufut w luti nc^ oi tin snow 


NOTE 


r*n iirouuislint >un udwitiith n< uhhnatid bsi fusing death 
of Mi IVui ui< tlu il> \uil kn wti t< tlu | nl Ik tlucu gh tht niuhtim of 
thednih pu*s It is ( m i tint thi f w ft miming chapters which wore 
to hive compbtrd his nuratm, unt win h wire retained bv him, wluh 
tin nlnne w« i« in tjpt ii r tho purj usi i i mmou, have ln«u irrecoverably 
lost tl i ugh thi acoihnt h\ which h« pimhtd himself Thw, howetcr, 
nu\ pibso not to be th< i im, and the papers, if ultimately found, will 
be gu t u to the public • 

No means have been lift untried to remedy the deficiency Hie 
gentleman whose name is mentioned in the preface and who, from the 
statement then, made, might bo supposed able to fill the vacuum, has 
dull aid Mu tusk—this for satisfactory reasons contacted with the general 
uuueuuu) of the d< tails sfhrded him, and hta disbeluf in tho entire truth 
tS the 1 ittei portions ol tho narration. Peti r% from whom some informs, 
tion ought be expected, w still alive, and a resident of Illinois, but 
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cannotmet nth at picsrnt He may hen after bo found, anil util no 
doufct off »rd mateml fcn^l t oiicluMoii of Mi l’) in's in count. 

The low of two or three tuial chapin* ;U»r there wire hut two ot tlitul 
istho mot duply to ho rtgiettul, is it ctiniot in doubtul tiny lontiUiud 
matter nlutiv* *o the Polo itself, or at least to nitons m its vrv m u 
proxinutv md ai, too, tlu statenur ts of Iht mtbor 111 n lotion to the ' 
regions ma,} shortly be verilud 01 i«utndi t<d b> mums ot the govern 
mental expedition now preparing foi flu ^ itlnin On m 

On one point in tin rmmtiv umi tuuiiks uiu> will le ofttred, aih) 
it wnul4#ffoi(i the wi»b r of th s ipj t tulix i tinh pie imho il what lie mu} 
licit olwirvt shout 1 iuw a t» n l n v t * tfi \ mdit, in mj ihgnc, upon 
the vij sin ;ulm panss now julli Ik 1 V Uludi to tin chasms found 
in the island oi Tsai il, Mil U» tin wliol of Iht hguns upon pigis So 7 , 
30H, 309 

Mr P}m ho gi\ n the fu us <1 Ih basins witlu ut < otiiiiunit, ami 
s)*nk« deuh 11} <i th< t mi i'inf* 1< tin l ut tin ixtmmt} of the most 
tl&Uilt oftln u < < Insms iu hiiing hut a flintful tis<mh)ui<< to alpha* 
hotnnl ilmruUrs, md, in shoit, is lx inn posttivl} not Buth 'ilns 
insertion w made m uuniui so sm j 1», ml sustumd 1*> i spun* if 
demonstration so com hi ivo, \i/ tin lift tig of t h* pioju lions of tin 
fragmentsfonnd among tin dust into the nubiitiii s ujn u the will, flint 
we are folud to lain v tin vut i m « must , an 1 u n i enable k uhr 
should suppose otlnivi»r I it t the ints m tilifim to nil tin hgtit* s 
an most jtingnlar < p nil} whin l»km in lomi turn with slit nn 1 1 * 
made m tin huiv of tin naisit v), it m«} Ik as will t> 1 1 } a w< rd oi 
two tonuruing them all thu to» the m«n txp*iidJ\ as the futs in 
([Uestion have be}ond doubt t u|k 1 tin attain ui oi Mr Poe, 

Jftgure 1, then, figure 2, hguri 3, md t»gu*-< r », wlnn t< njoitud with on 
another in thi prrnsr ord<i whuh ll tliasms ihtnmrlw presented, ami 
when dt pined of tin small htural brum Ins m arrh* s''which, it will he 
remembered, served oul} as a im huh of communn ation Intwien the mam 
chambers, and wcic of to bill} distimt < h ua< t< r), conshtuti an Ethiopian 

verbal root—the root AA*^ “To Is, shtdy —wilt me all the 
inflections of shadow or darkm m 

In regard to the * 4 left or most noilhwardl} ” < f the imlrnfhms m figuie 
4, it u more than probable that the opinion of Piters was conn I, and 
that the hitroglYphical apjearame was itally the work of ji<, and 
intended as the representation of a human form. The delineation is 
lx fore the reader, and he may, or may not, picuc the nscin blame 
suggested, but the rest of the imluilurn afleid (tiong con initiation of 
Peters's idea. The upper range is evidently the Arabic vthtl root 

,/C5XAa “To be white,** whence all the inflictions of bujhmjy 
and whiteness. The lower range a not so immediately ptf •picuous^ The 
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characters are somewhat broken and disjointed j nevertheless, it cannot 
be doubted that, in their perfect state, they ^termed the full Egyptian 
word H&¥XPHC, “The region of the So ith.” It should be observed 

that these int< rpretations confirm the opinion of Peters in regard to the 
“most noithwanily " of the figures. The arm is outstretched towards 
tlie south. 

Conclusions sui )i as thesis opt ntu nit* held for speculation and eAtt% 
conjecture. They should he regarded, ptihapi, in connection null some 
of the most faintly-detailed uu dniN of the narrative, although in HO 
visible manner is Urn chain of iimnei turn (oinpleto Tekeli-liT nas thd 
cry of tin itFnghted n itives of Tsai il npun diiconring the eanase of the 
white aniinul puked up at s» u 1 bit dsn w is the sliuddtnttgexelainilion 
of the captive Tanlnlmu upon (in m nt* ling the white mat< luls m pova*saion 
of Mr. Pym. This also wns tin slunk of the swift filing, vhite, and 
gigantic birds sahitb lisuid liu*n tin vt[ »i,n i/Atfc curtain ot the south. 
Mothmg white wn« to b« found at J*dd, ami nothing «°i rwise in the 
auWtpunt rojagw to tiu ngnm It is not nnpossibla that 

“Tsalal,” the appellation of the island of the chasms, nuy be found, upon 
minute plulolngfud sirutiuv, to h<tru\ utbtr some alb'iice with the 
(.hasms themselves, or some rift nine to tin Mhiof in thsruUrs so 
ill} itiriously written in tin n win liu^s 

“/ hart yravtn U icilhm tht hil\ and uty Huyttitre upon the dud 
within the vottfe. 1 * 


Monxiaos ax» omu, nuvrcwK numsoa 










